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Their. garden? Just a 
window: box on a city. street. 
But they're choosy. They 
want it splashed with color. 

All year round. 

Their cigarette ? Viceroy. | 
They won't settle for less. ae 
Its a matter of taste. ae bases 

VICEROY =r iene: 


Viceroy gives you all the taste, all the time. 


f © 1970, BROWN & WILLIAMSON TOBACCO Corp, 
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HOUR | 
Grand Marnier PENTHOUSE 
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The Spirit of 
Grand Marnier 


cames alive 
with every sip. 


For delightful cocktail and 
gourmet recipes, write for 
our free booklet. 
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BRANDY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD. 
DEPT. PE-6, 745 5TH AVE., N.Y.C. 10022 


4 PENTHOUSE 
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Gutsy as the guy 
who wears It. 


Also in the PUB line, After Shave, After Shave Balm, and Deodorant Spray. 


HOUSECALL 


BRENNAN 


As another summer gathers pace the 
Summer of Love seems a lot of summers 
ago, and Michael Minick—who was 
there on Haight-Ashbury and now, at 
26, is a journalist and scriptwriter— 
makes a timely report on the hippie 
phenomenon as he has experienced it. 
By his reckoning this was just one more 
generation mutiny, already passing into 
history like the flappers of the 1920s 
(page 24). Meanwhile unrest in other 
forms continues, and newspaper talk of 
an abortive plan to kidnap Mr Spiro G. 
Agnew inspires us to consider whether 
such a ploy is practical. For professional 
aid we turn to three masters of the 
detective story, Dorothy Salisbury 
Davis, Harold O. Masur and Lawrence 
Treat. All are members of the Mystery 
Writers of America, and Dorothy Salis- 
bury Davis is a past president of the 
society. Each concocted a stratagem, 
which we duly publish (page 28), there- 
by giving the Vice President fair 
warning! And while on the subject of 
abduction, there’s that other seasonal 
variety, airliner hijacking. Here David 
Lampard, himself a commercial pilot, 
has a counter-plan which sounds like 
something no male passenger would 
want to miss (page 34). Lampard, born 
in England, flew with the R.A.F. and now 
lives in California. He is the author of A 
Present From Peking (Doubleday 1968), 
a piece of biographical fiction written 
while flying on automatic pilot, he 
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declares. For our Penthouse Interview 
this month we talk to a man who was 
decades ahead of his time with his 
concern over ecology and pollution, 
J. |. Rodale, prophet of purer food. This 
many-sided man,  publisher/author/ 
businessman/playwright, whose Pre- 
vention magazine celebrated its 20th 
anniversary last June (and hopes to be 
having another celebration this month 
with a 1,000,000 sale), finds words as 
absorbing as vitamins. He has authored 
two lexicons, the Word Finder and the 
Synonym Finder, both steady sellers. 
Hardly less busy is Albert Ellis, executive 


MASUR 


DAVIS 


MINICK 


director of the Institute of Rational 
Living, and author of books like Sex 
Without Guilt and The Art & Science of 
Love, whosepsychotherapy and marriage 
counseling sessions fill a six-day week. 
Psychologist Ellis, last seen in Penthouse 
with an appreciation of the work of 
Kinsey, now opens a Penthouse Case- 
book (page 60) in which readers can 
study the intimate problems he treats. A 
more remote area of sexuality is reported 
on by Herbie Brennan (page 79), the 
quaint code of prostitution prevailing in 
Dublin. Brennan, 30, regrets that his 
entertaining article is not likely to be 
seen among his fellow Irishmen—Pent- 
house and comparable magazines are 
still banned as immoral in Catholic 
Ireland. A former newspaper editor, 
Brennan was briefly director of Dublin’s 
Institute of Applied Psychology, but 
now devotes all his time to writing. He 
has just published in the U.K. Astra/ 
Doorways, a book on the occult, and 
contributes a regular column to the 
Irish magazine Woman's Choice. The 
author of this month’s fiction hides his 
identity under the pseudonym Garstin 
Miles. He is a British doctor, serving in 
the Queen's Forces, and Is precluded by 
service protocol from bylining in journa- 
lism. On that front, then, credit cannot be 
given where credit is due, but at least 
we can make amends to photographer 
Angelo, to whom we missed attributing 
the ‘Bread Baskets’ picture in May. 


Aqua Velva can make you 
a big wheel 
at the Indy Speedway. 


Win Aqua Velva’s Custom Car 


Grand Prize: this fabulous trophy taker designed and 
built by famed Dave Puhl, PLUS an all-expense paid trip 
for two to the Indianapolis Speedway where you can 
drive your car around the track, in compliance with 
Speedway regulations. 

Or $10,000 in cash! 

2nd Prize: 1971 Saab Sonett II| Sports Car 

15—3rd Prizes: A set of 4 Goodyear high performance tires 


400—4th Prizes: Automobile Year No. 18 (1971 International 
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OFFICIAL RULES—NO PURCHASE REQUIRED! 


1. On an official entry blank or on any plain piece of paper, print your 
name and address and send it in. 


2. Each entry must be accompanied by a box top from Aqua Velva 
After Shave Lotion or Williams Lectric Shave or the words “Aqua 
Velva”’ or ‘‘Lectric Shave” hand printed in plain block letters on any 
plain piece of paper. 


3. Submit as many entries as you wish, but mail each entry separately. 


4. All entries must be postmarked by June 30, 1971, and received by 
July 16, 1971, 


5. All prizes will be awarded by random drawing from among all 
entries submitted. Winners will be notified by mail during August, 
1971. Only one prize per family. 


6. Contest open to all U.S. residents except employees, and their 
families, of The J. B. Williams Co., Ine., its divisions and subsidiaries, 
its advertising agencies and its independent judging, organization. 
Decision of the judges is final. Offer void In Washington and wherever 
else pronibiads or Testricleds Aj 1 
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FORUM 


in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest. 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please,), though these may be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway. New York, N.Y. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


‘ Everything you always... and all that 


Although Dr. Chartham’s article, So Now 
You're Asking (March, 1971) is a welcome 
reaction to Dr. Reuben’s kind of neo-Victorian 
moralizing, | squirm whenever doctors use the 
term “animal lust’ as a metaphor for all that is 
detestable in love-making. Even among the 
species of animals that have been domesticatea, 
pushed, crowded, and selectively bred by 
humans, | have yet to hear of a case of animal 
rape, animal brutality, animal sado-masochism, 
‘etc! 

The animal metaphor should be retired from 
the medical profession's vocabulary, especially 
at a time when naturalists are working hard to 
display the beauty of the love ritual among the 
lower (?) species in the popular media. The 
pre-pubertal audience to whom these models of 
behavior are directed are only confused to 
learn from “science” that animals are crude.— 
Herb Seeman, B Street, Pullman, Washington 
997168. 


| found Dr. Chartham’s article So Now You're 
Asking (March) to be an _ exceptionally 
knowledgeable and sound critique of Dr. David 
Reuben’s Everything You Always Wanted to 
Know About Sex. He has raised many important 
questions about the validity and helpfulness of 
some of Dr. Reuben’s statements, and it would 
be a good thing if Dr. Reuben would reply. 

| had not had the good fortune to come across 
previous works by your writer, but find him to 
be an authentic and obviously competent 
sexologist. On the basis of his evidence, and my 
own perusal of Everything You Always Wanted 
to Know About Sex, | cannot quite bring myself 
to say the same about Dr. Reuben.—A/bert 
Ellis, Ph.D., Executive Director, Institute for 
Advanced Study in Rational Psychotherapy, 
East 65th Street, New York, N.Y. 10027. 


See page 60 for another contribution by Dr 
Ellis, the Penthouse Casebook.—Ed. 


| would like to comment on Dr. Robert 
Chartham’s article. Never, in the relatively short 
span of my life, have | read such a collection of 
misquotations, misrepresentations, and_half- 
truths. For example, Dr. Chartham quotes Dr. 
Reuben as saying in reference to orgasm: ‘At 
this point consciousness is obliterated and the 
man loses all contact with the world...” The 
complete statement as taken from the book is: 
“At this point consciousness is obliterated and 
the man loses all contact with the world—except 
for those few cubic inches of vagina surround- 
ing his penis.’ Obviously Reuben is not saying, 
as implied, that the man becomes unconscious 
in the strictest sense of the word—only that at 
that particular moment his attentions are 
diverted toward that one area. 

Chartham also presents two statements from 
the book out of context to prove that he 
“noticed a good many examples of bad taste”. 
The quotes read as follows: “He squirts the 
seminal fluid on the ground (misquotation), on 
his girlfriend, or on himself, depending on his 


aim and self control.’’ This particular statement, 
however, was made in reference to the with- 
drawal method of birth control practiced by 
“certain primitive tribes”. 

The second quotation also pertains to the 
withdrawal method and “realms of animal 
behavior’. From the book: “At the moment of 
impending orgasm she is jolted back to reality 
as five or six jets of hot semen are sprayed on her 
tummy. Not exactly ecstasy.” When you put 
that statement back where it belongs it makes 
sense and, to me at least, doesn’t sound the 
least bit animal”. 

On the subject of prostitution, Chartham tries 
to refute Reuben’s statement that: “In countries 
where the trade is legal sex crimes are almost 
nonexistent,” not by presenting us with a 
country that has legalized prostitution, but by 
mentioning Denmark where ‘‘the laws relating 
to pornography and obscenity (note: not 
prostitution) have been lifted, and where certain 
sex crimes have dramatically dwindled” but yet 
“|. the figures for rape have not changed.” 
Just what, Dr. Chartham, does that prove ?— 
Wayne Strong, A.P.O. Seattle 98775. 


| would like to praise your perceptiveness in 
printing the article on Everything You Always 
Wanted to Know About Sex by Robert Chartham. 

| bought a paperback copy of Reuben’s book. 
My wife, getting to read it before me, pointed 
out a passage on masturbation. It reads: 
“Masturbation is simply a sexual expedient 
which serves an important purpose. It was the 
primary sexual activity for most people shortly 
after they came into this world. It may be their 
main source of sexual pleasure shortly before 
they leave this world. In between, if they can 
arrange it, sexual intercourse is a lot more fun.” 

This statement is wrong, unhealthy, disgust- 
ing and a cop-out from life itself. Reuben’s book 
reads like an introduction to Aldous Huxley’s 
Brave New World.—Michael Chandler, Monroe 
Avenue, Rochester, N.Y. 14620. 


Fighting talk 

| have read with a great deal of interest your 
military symposium article (March) featuring 
Bill Corson as moderator. | thought he had 
some good leading questions, but | am not 
sure that they were answered to the degree | 
would have liked. | am sure my biases are 
showing, but Colonel Holmberg’s remarks seem 
to reflect my sentiments more than those of 
some of the others. 

It occurs to me that an interesting follow-up 
article might be one in which Corson interviews 
a number of active duty officers with varying 
grades of service. Anyway, | will look forward 
to seeing future articles along the same line.— 
Charles J. Merdinger, President, Washington 
College, Chestertown, Maryland 21620. 


| found the discussion timely and very interest- 
ing. | know several of your panelists. Bill Corson 
and Lochridge worked for me in Vietnam. Each 
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of them demonstrated a deep understanding of 
the Vietnamese people and their problems. The 
civic action programs they worked with in the 
Danang general area were among the first 
truly successful cooperative efforts. | know 
Holmberg by service reputation—which was 
outstanding. 

As a generalization, | might add that the 
entrepreneur within a military service line and 
staff organization has always had a rough time 
in expressing himself, particularly in his early 
years of service. However, | do believe that all 
constructive thoughts are carefully listened to 
and weighed. At least, it was what | hope | did 
for 35 years.—Herman Nickerson Jr., Lieutenant 
General, U.S. Marine Corps (Ret.), Administra- 
tor, National Credit Union, Washington, D.C. 
20456. 


Your military symposium (March) would be 
better titled ‘‘Anti-Military Symposium”. | re- 
read it after the first try because | could not 
believe that men of such background and 
eloquence had (with one exception) so little 
appreciation for what goes on in the military. 
If they really believed what they said, why 
were they not big enough to stay with it to 
make a contribution toward improvement ?— 
Lieut. Gen. Raymond Davis, USMC, Quantico, 
Va. 


The End 

Please forgive the fact that the writing of this 
letter is terrible. For one thing | am breathing 
polluted air, and my senses are dulled by 
mercuric tuna, carbon monoxide, and people 
with bad breath. Regarding The End by lIsaac 
Asimov (January): this guy has got to be a 
genius! What he says about the carbon dioxide 
level becoming intolerable is undisputable. It 
is also true that the population will double in 
the next 30 years. Unless something is done, 
all is doomed. 

Just imagine for a moment. In 1974, the new 
President signs a bill giving economic aid to 
many communist countries. In 1975 Russia 
is dropped from the United Nations for breaking 
the Nuclear Test Ban Treaty. In 1976, mass 


starvation occurs in India and East Pakistan. 
The United States sends billions of tons of flour 
to aid. Russia sends more. In 1979 the annual 
traffic death toll rises to 390,000. In 1980, 
Russian troops engage battle with Communist 
China. A hydrogen bomb explodes, killing two 
million people. 

In 1981, peace talks are halted with the 
North Vietnamese for their mass execution of 
90,000 South Vietnamese. The United States 
plans an invasion of North Vietnam after years 
of undeclared war. In 1982, the United States 
troops raise the American flag in Hanoi, only to 
find 3,000 P.O.W. graves. In 1982 Communist 
China issues a warning to President Groover of 
the U.S. to stop occupation of North Vietnam 
immediately. Further actions unknown. In 1983 
Russia declares all-out war upon Red China. 
Communist submarines are reported lurking 
mysteriously outside American waters. On June 
3, 1983, 25 million people are massacred in a 
bomb explosion in Peking. Nuclear war has 
arrived. 

It all sounds stupid, but something similar to 
this is going to happen if we don't act. If 
America can't be aroused, if no-one organizes 
and battles drugs, overpopulation, and com- 
munism, then we're in very, very bad shape. As 
you know, the crime rate is increasing ten 
times as fast as the population is. So now 
what do we do ? 

If no action is taken, living chaos will 
prevail in the three million square miles called 
America. Soon it will be 1941 again: Pearl 
Harbor. A bunch of unaware, non-caring 
battleships sitting on their asses waiting for 
chow. And here come the Japs. But this time it 
will be Russia or Red China yelling, ‘Tora, 
Tora, Tora!!!"—L.F. (name and address 
withheld), Queens, New York. 


American nightmare 

| have bought the March issue of Penthouse and 
like what | see and read. | believe it is one of the 
best magazines yet to come off the presses. 
What | want to know is: why are the American 
people afraid of sex? We have a free country (| 


hope) that upholds freedom of speech and 
press and Church, yet people are afraid to talk 
about sex or see a movie with an X or R rating. 

Why can't the U.S. be like Sweden, and let the 
people be the judges ? We were born with the 
capacity for love and sex, which was given to us 
by God, so if we condemn these qualities we 
condemn God. | wish your magazine would run 
an article on Sweden and the items they sell and 
show, with pictures and all.—C. L. Howlett, 
Veterans Admin. Br., Los Angeles, Calif. 90073. 


Grrr... gringo! 

After all those things Henry Morgan says about 
Mexicans (February) | wonder if he’s ever 
seen one? One swine of a humorist if | may say 
so.—Sp/y Carlos Rios, ARO New York 09058. 


Home fair 

| have picked up the last two issues of your 
magazine and found them interesting. | have one 
suggestion: you ought to include young, 
attractive American girls in your magazine — 
DeRoberto, Jersey City, N.J. 


Pet partisans 

The March 1971 issue is a gem indeed if only 
for the pictorial essay on Miss Lottie Gunthart. 
How should one describe her ? Something out 
of Titian? Or perhaps Goya? The camera 
doesn’t even begin to tell the gamut of how she 
comes through! Sensual, yes! but not in the 
least crass or obscene. 

She sounds a right note for herself when she 
says, ‘| go with no bra because | want to feel 
what it’s like.” Actually, she needs no assist- 
ance from any such. Why should she feel she 
has to be forcemeated into the Madison 
Avenue image of the feminine form when she 
puts all of them in the shade ? The only reason 
she wouldn't be accepted as one of their 
clothes racks is that she is all too much of the 
feminine for them. 

Lottie is saying to me that the conventional 
mold all too often throttles communication, 
and the revelation of her figure does not 
communicate disgust but line and form and 
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self-directness, which can be most captivating. 
When she feels the zephyrs cavorting about her 
form, she feels the same freedom from the all- 
too-common straitjacket of conventionality 
which others of us feel who doff the con- 
ventional garb to enjoy what and where we 
are.—Ha/ Gess (address supplied), St.. Louis, 
Mo.63779. 


s 


Your Pets of the Month have always been too 
much, but February's Cass Harrington is out of 
sight—fantastic. Penthouse has by far surpassed 
all other magazines where women are con- 
cerned, so natural (even Playboy now has 
pubic hair) and unretouched-looking. Now, 
besides the Pet, let's have a starlet, model, or 
other guest every month. Confessions of a 
Professional Woman was very good, and 
deserves a followup with  pictures.—A.A. 
(name and address withheld), Center Line, 
Mi.48075. 


| have been reading your magazine for over a 
year and a half now and | must say that it is 
one of the best on the market today. You are so 
far ahead of Playboy it is really funny. The 
young ladies you have shown to us have been 
the most beautiful women I've ever seen, and 
they get better with each issue. | think that you 
will have some difficulty in topping Cassandra 
Harrington (February). She is not~- only 
beautiful, but, unlike the youth of today, has 
respect for other people—Sp4 Brent A. 
Ritter, HHC 268th Avn. Bn., APO SF 96316. 


Your February Pet of the Month, Miss Cassandra 
Harrington, is great. | especially enjoyed the 
pictures of her fondling her breasts. Please tel! 
her how lovely | think she is and for her to 


continue showing off her body.—D.C. (name 
withheld), Hart Hall, Murry, Ky. 42707. 


Whose boob ? 
Being one of the many millions of Penthouse 
readers for the past year, may | say that | have 
thoroughly enjoyed your fine magazine. The 
articles, Penthouse Forum, stories, as well as 
the excellent layouts of lovely girls, have been 
really up there. However, | hate to drop a sad 
note, but it appears that someone laid an egg! 
In other words, who goofed? | picked up the 
March issue, and discovered that the lovely 
young lady appearing on the cover is not in the 
centerfold. Believe me, I’m not knocking the 
pictorials, but | do hope there is an explanation. 
But to add a bit of cheerfulness, may | say 
that both pictorials were excellent, particularly 
Miss Monica Hill. Perhaps she should have 


" appeared or plans to appear in a future center- 


fold? | certainly hope so.—Stan/ey D. Stratton, 
E. Hillsdale St., Inglewood, Calif. 90302. 


Who said the girl on the cover always had to 
be on the center spread too ?—Ed. 


Department of dissent 

Your March cover—what is it trying to prove ? 
That the outside of Penthouse is as ugly as the 
inside is tasteless ? That you are a bad second 
to Playboy? Grow up! I'll see that you get the 
Fickle Finger of Fate award for this month !— 
M. Lynch, Sohn Street, Cincinnati, Oh.45219. 


| have been reading your magazine for the last 
few months, but | must confess you haven't 
come up to par with Playboy. Some of your 
readers say that they think Penthouse girls are 
so natural-looking, but | have to disagree. Take, 
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for example, Miss Lottie Gunthart (March). The 
picture on page 44 is far from being natural. But 
of course this doesn't hold true for all the 
pictures shown in your magazine. Moreover, 
you show at the most three (but usually only 
two) pictorials in any given issue. So this in 
itself is a large factor why Penthouse is still 
second to Playboy. 

The majority of your girls come from overseas 
and therefore are kept to a minimum of beauty. | 
mean, when you see so many girls from abroad, 
they all begin to look the same. P/ayboy for the 
most part stays in the United States for their 
models and Playmates. As for the statement 
given by one of your readers in the March issue 
about European-born girls being known for 
their beauty and naturalness, this is a bunch of 
butl! I'll take the American female over the 
European any day of the year. |’m engaged to an 
American and there isn’t a foreign girl around 
that can beat her on looks (natural) and per- 
sonality. But do keep trying! !!—Gregory W. 
Priest, Sandison Hall, Indiana State University, 
Terre Haute, Indiana 47809. 


Standard sizes 
| have recently been divorced after seven years 
of a somewhat less than blissful marriage. | 
loved my wife, and think | still do, but through 
most of the years we were married she ran 
around with other men. Needless to say, | am 
not so naive as to believe that | am perfect, but | 
did at least think that | was a good lover. But my 
wife's running around with other men led her to 
discover that not all men are equally endowed, 
and | must admit that at most | am just average. 
We have been divorced for seven months 
now, but it wasn’t until just last week that my 
fantasy of being the best lover she had ever had 
came to anend. She finally told me that it wasn’t 
anything about the way | made love to her, but 
that | just wasn’t large enough to fully satisfy 
her sexual needs. After hearing this straight out 
and cold | just came apart. | am writing this in the 
hope that you or one of your readers will be 
able to give me some information on enlarge- 
ment of the penis.—/M.R. (name and address 
withheld), Lancaster, Ohio 43730. 


My kindergartener remarked one evening, ‘The 
other boys asked me why my penis is bigger 
than theirs.” Suspecting it was, | nevertheless 
feigned surprise— ‘Oh, is it 2” 

ese 

“What did you say ?” 

“| told them it’s because | eat right.” 

| know this comparison goes on, but | never 
dreamed it began as young as five years. 
Though | must admit it makes more sense for a 
child to be concerned than an adult. Some 
men don’t care whether or not a woman has 
large breasts. They are more interested in 
something else about her. So why can’t a man 
accept that women can be more interested in 
something other than the size of his penis ? 

| am large-breasted and | can't understand 
why that would interest a man but somehow it 
does. My husband has a large penis and | don't 
feel that size matters. | won‘t rule out the 
possibility though that that is like rich people 
not understanding why money should be so 
important to the poor!—Mrs. S.F. (name and 
address withheld), Ohio 43076. 


| am very much impressed by the frankness and 
candor of the letters published in Forum. That 
you permit such open discussion of issues which 
deeply touch intimate facets of our lives makes 
your magazine a heartwarming ray of light in a 

world of repressive censorship policies. 
My penis has a mean length of 3.6 inches and 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 96 
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THE MARK OF A MAN 
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PENTHOUSE HEROIN ACTION CAMPAIGN 


The Penthouse campaign against heroin 
addiction received further powerful support 
when Senator Frank Church of Idaho presented 
to Congress in March a Bill to prohibit aid to 
foreign countries failing to restrain exports of 
heroin to the U.S. The Penthouse case was 
argued in a two-part article by William R. 
Corson in the December and January issues. 
Senator Church expressed in his speech many 
of the points made in the article, and informed 
contributing editor Corson that he proposed to 
call him to testify before the Foreign Relations 
Committee during consideration of his measure. 
Other reactions from Washington to this 
controversial campaign include the following 
letters (abridged) : 
From Colonel William P. Tyson (Office of the 
Assistant Secretary of Defense), Washington 
D.C.: The Department of Defense is experiencing 
an increase in drug abuse which appears to 
parallel the increase occurring within civilian 
society throughout the Nation. In general, the 


... find out all you need to know about venereal 
disease. Mail coupon for informative 8-page 
booklet which answers the most frequently 


Armed Services are a reflection of the civilian 
society fron: which their members are drawn. 
However, the Armed Services do experience 
some special and very difficult problems, 
particularly in areas such as Vietnam where 
marijuana is abundant and readily available. 

Please be assured that the Department of 
Defense and responsible military commanders 
are keenly aware of the problems associated 
with drug abuse in the Armed Forces and the 
Nation. We are resolved that the man in uniform 
shall have an intelligent, informed understanding 
of the dangers of drug abuse. We are committed 
to strict enforcement of the proscriptions against 
the sale, use or possession of marijuana, 
narcotics and the dangerous drugs. 

| can’ assure you that the Department of 
Defense does not condone the use of drugs by 
members of the Armed Forces and that instances 
of alleged violations such as those recently pub- 
licized by the news media are being investigated 
and the appropriate action will be taken. 
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asked questions about V.D. in plain language. 
This pamphlet is contributed as a public ser- 
vice by: Youngs Drug Products Corporation— 
Manufacturers of “Trojan” quality brand pro- 
phylactics. 
Gentlemen: Please send me a_copy of ‘'Plain Talk 
About Venereal Disease” in: 1] English [J Spanish 
Name. 
AG SS —— 
City State: Zp 


iP Youngs Drug Products Corporation 865 Centennial Ave., Piscataway, N.J. 08854 


From Louis J. Link, Department of State 
(Public Inquiry Division), Washington D.C.: 
The elimination of illicit traffic in opium and 
especially heroin is a principal goal of United 
States foreign policy and a matter of personal 
concern to President Nixon. We are cooperating 
closely with a number of countries toward 
this end. 

Most of the heroin which enters the United 
States originates in Turkey and is later processed 
in illicit laboratories in France. Contrary to 
popular opinion, only about five per cent of the 
narcotics illegally imported to the United 
States and the United Kingdom comes from 
Southeast Asia. All of the opium cultivated in 
Iran is consumed in that country. Narcotic 
smuggling is almost entirely controlled by 


highly organized syndicates linked to others in 


Europe, principally in the South of France. 

Turkey is one of several countries in which 
opium poppy cultivation is permitted by inter- 
national agreement to meet the world’s 
legitimate medical needs. Poppy growing is a 
traditional activity in Turkey, and it is not easy 
for the Turkish Government to limit production 
or to control sales by producers. Nonetheless, 
the Turkish Government has reduced the 
number of provinces in which opium poppy 
cultivation is authorized by law. In 1967 
production was permitted in 21 provinces; 
production is now permitted in only seven 
provinces and by the end of 1971 this will have 
been reduced to four provinces. 

There have been suggestions that the United 
States Government subsidize Turkish farmers 
for not growing opium. We are not convinced 
that such an action would be helpful. Experience 
has shown that when one source of opium 
is eliminated or decreased, production in 
another area rises to meet the demand. To 
assist the Turkish Government to control 
poppy production and to enable it to conduct 
further research in the development of sub- 
stitute crops, the Agency for International 
Development loaned $3 million to the Turkish 
Government in 1968. 

We are cooperating closely with the French 
police authorities in efforts to stop illicit heroin 
production and export to the United States. 
We are hopeful that these American, French 
and Turkish efforts, together with efforts being 
made by the international drug control bodies, 
will significantly reduce illicit heroin production. 
We shall continue our close cooperation with 
both Turkish and French authorities to this 


‘end. The President has assured the bi-partisan 
* Congressional leadership that no stone will be 


Jeft unturned in this effort. 

Many persons have suggested that the 
United States take more drastic measures to 
curb illegal narcotics traffic. We believe that 
such measures might create internal political , 
pressures which would make it difficult for 
foreign governments to take the actions we 
desire. The maintenance of friendly bilateral 
relations provides an atmosphere in which 
cooperative efforts to resolve this problem can 
be developed. 

From Dr. Thomas E. Bryant, Director, Office of 
Health Affairs, Washington D.C.: We find Col. 
Corson's article interesting and provocative. 
Itis clear that restriction of supply is an important 
effort in the struggle to eliminate heroin 
addiction. However, we also feel that a total 
effort must involve equally intensive efforts 
aimed at the reduction of demand through 
effective rehabilitation programs and early 
intervention activities aimed at high-risk target 
populations. We also feel that such programs 
must have a high degree of continuing in- 


After the unveiling of his latest 
sculpture, Emile Gouche impressed 
the crowd by hand-painting his 
own cigarette. 


Now everybody will be smoking 
Emile’ S hand- specs Siete ..almost everybody. 
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Camel Filters. 
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(But then, they don't try to be.) <“ 
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English Leather Plus. | 


The anti-perspirant 
that works like those 
cold capsules. 


| work 
later too. 
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You know of course how those 
famous cold capsules work. Lots of 
tiny time beads give you three times 
longer relief. 

Well that’s the same idea behind 
new English Leather Plus. And 
there’s not another anti-perspirant 
like it. 

Until now, anti-perspirants only 
had one time release action — in the 
anti-perspirant. 

But English Leather Plus has 
three: 

1, Atime-release anti-perspirant. 

2. Atime-release deodorant. 

3. Atime-release fragrance. 

When you first spray on Plus, it 
works like any good anti-perspirant. 
It keeps you dry, comfortable, and 
scented with that great English 
Leather aroma. Safe from wetness 
and body odor. 

Then, just when other deodor- 
ants begin to weaken, Plus comes on 
strong. At this crucial time—after a 
long day, and when your body needs 
it most—Plus releases another booster 
of deodorant protection and fresh 
English Leather fragrance. 

Zap! 

Automatically you have renewed 
protection against — 
body odor. eee 

That’s why Plus 
keeps you dry and 
smelling good for a 
long, long time. 

And keeping | 
dry, don’t forget, is 
one way of not 
catching cold. 
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volvement by members of the communities 
most affected if they are to be truly effective. 


From James D. Hittle, Assistant Secretary of the 
Navy (Manpower & Reserve Affairs), Washing- 
ton D.C.: The Bureau of Narcotics & Dangerous 
Drugs and the Department of State have made 
efforts to influence producing and processing 
countries for years. Obviously, they have not 
been completely successful. Heroin has made 
an impact on the Navy within the last year—but 
Blacks are involved to a very minor extent. The 
involvement with heroin in the Navy is noticed 
due to its sharp rise in rate rather than gross 
numbers detected. Most of our heroin cases 
have appeared with the young polydrug user 
as contrasted to the older way-of-life heroin 
addict encountered in civilian life. The use of 
Navy ships to smuggle heroin into the United 
States is certainly a possibility, but all Navymen 
are continually warned in foreign ports of the 
covert approach to ‘‘deliver a package”. 
Frequent drug indoctrination classes aboard 
ships of the Navy stress the dangers of this 
ype of smuggling. The Naval Investigative 
Service headquarters has checked with the 
U.S. National Customs in Seattle, San Francisco, 
San Diego and Norfolk and they have no 
records of cases involving smuggling heroin 
aboard U.S. Navy ships. 


From Charles L. Dunham, M.D., Chairman of 
Medical Sciences, National Research Council, 
Constitution Avenue, Washington D.C.: The 
article by Colonel Corson should do much to 
highlight the need for aggressive action at an 
international level if we are to free ourselves 
of the problem of heroin addiction. 


Signed declarations of support clipped from 
the magazine have continued to flow into the 
Penthouse offices in New York and numerous 
readers have sent letters describing their own 
sad experiences of heroin. Several of these 
correspondents have been prompted by concern 
at the drug situation among U.S. troops in 
Vietnam. “Over here,’ wrote one serving 
soldier, “any type of drug is easily available. 
Marijuana is the most widespread, but in recent 
months heroin, falsely called cocaine, has 
come into wider use. Instead of the quiet 
marijuana user, we are now faced by unruly 
and irritable heroin users. As a marijuana user 
myself, | support legalization of marijuana, but 
before that can ever happen heroin has to be 
destroyed.’ An ex-addict wrote: 
| would like to thank Mr. W. R. Corson for his 
drug articles. He told it like it was—l know, 
because | was a heroin addict myself for three 
years. Incidentally, | would just like to say that 
I'm white, so it isn’t only blacks in this heroin 
traffic. 

| know what the hell it was like. My fixes 
were around $100 every time, sometimes more. 
Crime did pay for part of the fixes. | got some 
help from a rehabilitation center back home, 
but that only worked for a couple of months, 
then | was back on the street again looking for 
that big thrill. | had a good wife, God bless her. 
One night | had to have a fix and | didn’t have 
the money so | asked her to give it to me, and 
when she refused | almost killed her. Then 
when | saw what | did to her | was almost 
ready to kill myself but she begged me to go 
“cold turkey’ and do it by myself. 

Now it’s been two years since | have touched 
the stuff, ever since one night (14 hours) locked 
in asmall room. All | can say to young people 
now is: stay away from drugs. Not one of them 
is going to give you anything—only an early 


grave. Ot—m 
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Sensible. Logical. Prac- 
tical. Three words you might 
not think of applying to a car 
like the 1971 MGB/GT. But 
consider a moment and 
you'll realize they fit. 

Start with our unique 
styling. Sure, it makes the 
MGB/GT one of the most at- 
tractive GT’s going. But, on 
the practical side, it’s also 
the kind of styling that is 
timeless. So resale is gener- 
ally higher. 

Take the 1798 c.c. twin- 
carb engine. Powerful 
enough to score in races 
and rallies. Yet thrifty 
enough to deliver up to 25 
miles to the gallon. 

And, yes, you get a full- 
synchromesh 4-speed gear- 
box, racing-type rack-and- 


pinion steering, heavy-duty 


suspension, and even radial- 
ply tires. To give you back 
the fun of driving and to as- 
sure you more control under 
the worst weather and road 
conditions. And, to stop you 
without fade or swerve, 
10.75-inch disc brakes up 
front and 10-inch drums in 
back. 


In short, the more you 
know about the sensible, 
logical, practical MGB/GT, 
the more you appreciate it. 
But go in and see the think- 
ing man’s GT for yourself. 


For the name of your 
nearest Austin-MG dealer 
and information about over- 
seas delivery, dial (800) 631- 
4299 except in New Jersey 
where the number is (800) 
962-2803. Calls are 
toll-free, of course. 
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Absolutely not the shirt for a conformist. CREIGHTON SHIRTMAKERS, REIDSVILLE, N.C. 
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VIEW FROM THE TOP 


PEASANTS’ COMMERCIAL BREAK 

Juan Valdez is a fink. He lies in his teeth. You 
see him there on the tube, grinning at you 
from the back of his jackass. In the back- 
ground, his voice and his phony accent: 

“Hey, looka me, how happee | am. Me and 
my burro and my son. All day long we smile 
while dee coffee beans dey ripen in dee sun 
high in dee Andes mountains. 

“Soon dee beans are ready. Then we peek 
them—one by one—by hand. When we get 
enough, we sell them to your supermarket 
man. He geev us top price for our beans so 
you get bedder cup of coffee. From 
Colombia !” 

Well, we've tried the coffee and it’s great. 
But we couldn't help wondering. What kind 
of living does this clown make picking those 
beans one by one, by hand? How can he 
do it? 

We decided to look him up in the New York 
Times Encyclopedic Almanac, 1971 edition. 
Page 749: “Economically, Colombia remains 
a land of coffee on the rocks. Small farmers 
strive to raise quality coffee beans on the 
steep and rocky slopes of the Andes, which 
are unsuitable for other profitable crops.... 
Colombia’s social problems are staggering... 
its cities are swelling because of migration 
from the rural areas. Unemployment is wide- 
spread, along with illiteracy ; basic services in 
such fields as health, education, and road 
construction are lacking or far below desired 
standards.” 

So that’s how he does it! He lies! 

Also he keeps his son out of school. 
(Education is free in Colombia but not 
compulsory.) That way four hands to peek dee 
beans one at a time, by. 

Gosh but commercial TV is so educational ! 

But our favorite television coffee man still 
has to be El Exigente, which as every good 
viewer knows means “the demanding one”. 


Now there’s a man with an image. You 
know right off he’s one of the good guys, 
“cause he wears a white hat and a white linen 
suit that stays neatly pressed no matter how 
hot it gets in whatever country—they never 
say exactly what country it is—he works in. 
The people he buys coffee for pay a little 
extra to get the very best, That’s why he’s so 
demanding. And that’s why all those 
prosperous field hands get so uptight when 
he comes around to take that fatal sip by 
which to judge their crop. 

What an inspiring scene that is ! Every heart 
stops beating. Breathing is suspended. Even 
the guitar playing in the background ceases 
while the Man samples and considers the 
brew. Watch closely his face, and soon we'll 
know. If he smiles, we've made it. We're in. 
The music will resume. All the peasants will 
shout ““O/é/" and sing, for they will have 
money to buy food and other nice things. But 
if he does not smile .... If he should spit it 
out and frown... But don’t think about that. 
\t won't happen. Not on the commercial 
anyway. 

Not long ago, the creators of the Exigente 
series did a spoof of their own brainchild, to 
sort of lend a |ittle humor there. The scene 
is a typical average suburban American 
kitchen. Junior hears footsteps descending 
the stairs and warns his mother. 

“Mommy! Mommy! El 
coming !"" 

And in walks Dagwood, and they do the 
whole suspense bit tongue-in-cheek while 
The Man Of The House checks out the coffee. 

The old way was better. 

And have you tried one of those airlines the 
European peasants are recommending these 
days? Like the one that takes you to Crete, 
which belongs to Greece, which is run by 
the Junta, which cancelled the elections 
three years ago and saved the country from 


Exigente is 


miniskirts. They've got this character—Nicos, 
he says his name is. He says if you fly on Ari's 
Airline you can glomm the natives for the 
time of your life on next to nothing. 

“The best hotel in town. You know how 
much? Four dollar a night! A meal in the 
best restaurant—two dollar! Your money! 
An evening on the town for two. Six dollar!" 

But please, wait till you get there. No 
dancing on the plane! 

Or maybe you would prefer the Iberian 
peninsula. Franco has an airline too, you 
know. And of course a peasant with an accent 
you won't believe to tell you how cheap 
things will be when you get there. Those 
dictators sure know how to keep the prices 
down for the tourists and treat them right. 

In fact, if it weren't for the commercials, 
you American tourists might never have 
smartened up. You'd probably keepon wasting 
your money vacationing in tired old demo- 
cracies like England, France, the Low 
Countries and Scandinavia—with their union 
wages and high standards of living. Paying 
out your dollars so they can enjoy luxuries 
like education and medical care.—F.D. 


E PLURIBUS ANUM 

“| deeply appreciate the fact that President 
Nixon has read and responded to our com- 
mission’s report,, the chairman said. ‘I 
believe this is at least unusual and possibly 
unique in the anals of major Presidential 
commissions.’ “—New York Times. 

Backing him up, in a manner of spelling. 


GATHERING IN THE SHEATHS 

“Whoever it was who took my wallet from 
the dressing-room at Taunton races, | would 
be obliged if they returned it and most of its 
contents intact to me. You may keep the 
four-leafed clover and | hope it brings you 
better luck than it has me. | suppose it’s too 
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much to expect the £20 back, and may | 
suggest that you give the contraceptives to 
your parents—they may come in handy when 
they get married.”—message from jockey Neil 
Kernick in Sporting Life. 

After which, the condomned man ate a 
hearty breakfast. 


HAPPENINGS 


RANDY ANDY ? 

The mass-production techniques in art and 
film practised by Andy Warhol at The Factory, 
his famous Manhattan studio, now have their 
counterpart in publishing with the emergence 
this year of what might be termed ‘The Andy 
Warhol Book Publishing Industry”. By the 
time the massive Warhol retrospective arrived 
from Europe at New York’s Whitney Museum 
this spring, six books about the controversial 
artist were already in print and at least three 
others were in the works. By the end of 1971 
there will probably be more than a dozen. Not 
bad, as London's Sunday Times points out, for 
a man who 10 years ago was decorating 
windows at Bonwit Teller’s. 

Apart from the show’s own $10 catalog (put 
together by John Coplans, former curator of 
the Pasadena Museum of Art, where the 
retrospective originated), Warhol fans could 
also choose from: Praeger’s $30 volume by the 
German critic Rainer Crone, who describes it 
as “a serious comment on the emotional 
shallowness of our age’; the London Tate 
Gallery's catalog with 200 illustrations; an 
almost entirely pictorial book of Andy at work 
and play, produced by Stockholm’s Moderna 
Museet; Peter Gidal’s documentation of the 
films and paintings, and—probably the most 
offbeat of all—7he Autobiography & Sex Life 
of Andy Warho/ by Penthouse contributing 
editor John Wilcock. 

This last, neither autobiographical nor 
particularly sexy, is the transcript of taped 
conversations between Wilcock and 21 of 
Warhol's intimates (but not the enigmatic 
artist himself), all of whom try to explain him. 

' Seven publishers turned the book down as 
“too repetitive” (an ironic comment about the 
foremost artist of the repetitive image) before 
Wilcock decided to print and produce it 
himself. 

Among those who comment about the 
silver-haired artist, whom John Perrault (also 
author of a forthcoming biography) calls ‘the 
most important artist since Duchamp” are the 
singer Nico, the sculptor Marisol (both almost 
equally monosyllabic), and superstar Viva 
who comments provocatively: “| don’t think 
he has any sex life.” 


LONG BINH BOREDOM BLUES 

The most popular newspaper with Gls in 
Vietnam is not the Army’s own Stars & Stripes, 
which represents. official attitudes and has 
more than once been accused of censoring 
stories the Pentagon doesn’t like, but Overseas 
Weekly, a California-owned maverick tabloid 
that tells it like it is. About its Establishment- 
oriented rival, OW wrote recently: “Pap is 
defined as a liquid or semi-liquid food for 
infants or invalids. Whether or not you fit 
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either category, you'd better whet your 
appetite for plenty of it if your main source of 
news is Pacific Stars & Stripes.” And it quotes 
a disgruntled S & S staffer's complaints that, 
since the arrival of a new hawk-like editor, the 
daily’s coverage was increasingly restricted to 
“stories about the flag, mom’s apple pie and 
General MacArthur”. 

Overseas Weekly, on the other hand, con- 
ducts a constant battle for the rights of the 
rank-and-file against ‘‘the brass” and is any- 
thing but dull. A typical recent issue carried 
stories about the racial tension at Da Nang... 
a wife trying to get her husband out of the 
stockade where he was locked up for 
“crusading for world peace”... a helicopter 
pilot busted for smoking marijuana ... two 
murders (“PFC KILLS TROOPER WITH M16 
BLAST” and “TROOPER KILLS BUDDY 
WITH MACHINE GUN”) . .. surveys from 
such favorite R & R areas as Sydney, 
Hongkong and Bangkok listing where to find 
the girls... and the popular Hotline column 
with comments about the latest examples of 
“mickey mousing”. 

Apart from the incessant reports of shoot- 
ings and “frag cases’ (fragmentation grenades 
thrown under the huts of unpopular officers), 
which possibly outnumber all other stories, 
gripes about bureaucratic red tape (‘‘mickey 
mouse regulations’) probably take up the 
most space. These usually concern over- 
zealous officers insisting on uniforms being 
worn to the latrine, salutes being demanded in 
the PX, or various cases of censorship-— 
usually of news that's already common 
knowledge. (“With so much high-level dis- 
honesty, it’s not in the least surprising that the 
Reds are getting top rating for news credi- 
bility,” OW comments.) In one recent case, 
the popular comic strip Beetle Bailey was 
excised from Stars & Stripes because it 
introduced a black officer sporting an Afro 
haircut. And, as an example of current 
hypocritical attitudes, OW reports that a 
“remoralization campaign” has been initiated 
at Bien Hoa airbase where Americans who 
have been sleeping with their Vietnamese 
secretaries have to either stop sleeping with 
them or dispense with their secretarial 
services. 

Narcotics are the next biggest story and 
there hasn’t been an issue of Overseas Weekly 
for months that hasn’t commented on the 


. problem the Army is having trying to combat 


heroin use. Pot, however, is even more 
commonplace and the Hotline column 
reported a conversation overheard between 
two officers in a Saigon bar: 

Captain: “Is marijuana a problem at Long 
Binh 2?” 

Lieutenant: ‘Naw, it’s easy to get.” 

Not that the South Vietnamese base offers 
much else in the way of recreation. OW writer 
Don Hirst, in a series titled ““Those Long Binh 
Blues”, reported that “even by the most 
poverty-level standards” the base couldn't 
remotely compete with facilities back home. 
And he quoted an anonymous lieutenant 
saying: ‘Last week the medics here treated 
two people for gunshot wounds and 3,400 
for boredom.” 


, 


Viva: “Andy? / don’t think he has a sex life.’ 


WORDS 


TRENDS ARE TRENDY 

Book publishers have become so sensitive to 
“trends”, especially their own, that in any 
season they seem to be trying to wear a few 
deep grooves into the American mind while 
leaving the rest of it fallow. The overproduc- 
tion of titles on a few subjects seems to be a 
pattern dictated by the economics of the 
paperback revolution, since the real money in 
publishing a new book is not from selling the 
original edition, but from selling paperback 
reprint rights. Many authors get only $2000 or 
$3000 advance on the original, whereas 
paperback royalties run into six and occasion- 
ally seven figures. : 

Spring has been a big season for paper- 
backs, whereas original publishers have been 
moaning the blues. Real sales figures are hard 
to come by, but the hottest contenders for 
fastest seller were two sex books and two 
sexy novels. The sex texts were Everything 
You Always Wanted to Know About Sex 
(Bantam, $1.95) and The Sensuous Woman 
(Dell, $1.25). It's ironic to remember that 
when they first appeared their publishers 
worried about whether Americans would 
accept such blunt talk as they contain. The 
front-running novels are Erich Segal’s Love 
Story (NAL, $.95)—which roused the National 
Book Award judges to threaten a walkout if it 
were even listed for consideration—and Harold 
Robbins’ The /nheritors (Pocket, $1.50). Each 
of the four may expect to approach 10 million 
sales before that “one printing too many” has 
to be chewed up for pulp—the ignominious 
end of most best-sellers. 

The season's publishing grooves have been 
ecology, blacks, youth, Vietnam, Women’s 
Lib, cities, and law and order (pronoumced 
“lawnorder’’). Ecology is first in both the 
number of titles and sales except, of course, 
for sex) but beyond that it’s hard to tell. The 
effects of ademand for many books ona single 
subject are not all bad. While demand does 
stimulate the publishing of hasty, repetitious 
“made” books, it also leads to low-priced 
distribution and thence, one hopes, into 
general discussion scholarly books and earlier 
works that might otherwise be known only to 
a special audience. 

On Women’s Lib, for example, we have 
Vindication of the Rights of Women (Norton, 
$1.75) by Mary Wollstonecraft, who in 1791 
set out to “consider women in the grand light 
of human creatures, who in common with men 


are placed on this earth to unfold their 


faculties”. Or on the urban scene, consider an 


unlikely Ph.D. thesis entitled Ta//y’s Corner: A . 


Study of Negro Streetcorner Men (Little- 
Brown, $2.25) in which Elliott Liebow gives 
insights you would expect to get only from 
hanging out at Tally’s yourself. 

Both trifles and tomes can make their mark. 
On Vietnam, .the mind-blowing trifle of the 
season has only 15 pages. It’s by a Wall Street 
lawyer, Burton R. Tauber, who has prepared in 
accurate detail a prospectus for a new issue of 
corporate stock—stock in the Vietnam War— 
‘hereinafter called the Company”. What might 
have been a joke for the office bulletin board 
becomes a startling satire because of the 
awesome facts of the war business. For 
example, one business activity of the Com- 
pany is, of course, killing. This produces the 
statement: ‘The approximate cost of each kill 
is $196,800.” However, ‘The business of the 
Company consists primarily of acquiring and 
destroying real estate .. . The Company has 
expended approximately 120 billion dollars in 
its business to date. It has, however, secured 
23 acres of rice paddies, 3 square miles of 
highlands, 216 square miles of monsoon 
jungle and, according to Company sources, 
the lower Mekong Delta.’’ The prospectus is 
available for $1 from Workman Publishing Co., 
231 East 51 Street, New York. It may not be in 
your book store. 

In the law and order slot, all is not as grim as 
One might suppose among the paperbacks, 
despite such upsetting revelations as those in 
Justice: the Crisis of Law, Order and Freedom 
in America by Richard Harris (Avon, $1.65). 
There is also, bless us, the Presidential Report 
of the Commission on Obscenity and 
Pornography. Now, a presidential report on 
whatever subject may sound like a dull docu- 
ment, and it is—or was until a man named 
Earl Kemp with a fine appreciation for 
double-edged irony decided one picture was 
worth a thousand words of officialese and 
published the ///ustrated version, thus turning 
the report itself into a fine example of its 
subject. This mammoth $12.50 paperback 
surely has more hard-core visual pornography 
than any book ever generally distributed in 
America. There are 24 pages of breathtaking 
(or gorge-gagging) color photographs. These 
include close-ups of every sort of intromission 
into every sort of human and animal orifice, 
blown so large that a hair follicle looks like the 
Matterhorn. You can read the (words-only) 
report ina $1.65 Bantam paperback, but when 
you bog down in a chart on the relation of 
masturbation to comic-book reading in junior 
high students, you'll wish you had the big 
book where on the same page you can see six 
handsome young people involved in an 
intricate fellatio-cunnilingus-buggery orgy. 
Though the ///ustrated Report is widely 
advertised to the book trade, you may 
nevertheless have to order it from the 
publisher, Greenleaf Classics, Inc., 3511 
Camino Del Rio South, San 
California, 92120. 


RECOMMENDED READING 
Two light-reading paperbacks: For Love of 
Imabelle by Chester Thines. A sex and soul 
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novel from the author of Cotton Comes to 
Harlem; and Witches U.S.A. by Susan 
Roberts. The personal story of U.S.A. witches, 
their lives and practices. Both from Dell 
Publishing $.95. 

The Nympho and Other Maniacs by Irving 
Wallace. Candid stories of over 30 women who 
outraged convention. (Simon & Schuster 
$8.95.) 

Blueschild Baby by George Cain. This novel of 
a young black man returning from prisons 
slated as one of the season’s best first novels. 
(McGraw-Hill $6.95.) 
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COUNTRY CORN CLICKS 

In a surprise announcement to the press, the 
Columbia Broadcasting System sentenced a 
particular group of its programs to oblivion, 
though at least one of them has, for the past 
several years, appeared in the coveted top 20 
rating ‘list. The much-touted and generally 
popular rural-oriented comedies of CBS—Hee 
Haw, Green Acres, The Andy Griffith Show 
and even the legendary Bever/y Hil/billies— 
will be no more. Most of the TV critics think it’s 
about time. ‘‘Nobody’s interested in the silly 
antics of a bunch of morons,” one of New 
York’s more sophisticated columnists pontifi- 
cated. “I don’t think they'll be missed at all.” 

Joseph Dabhouri, a 32-year-old resident of 
Nashville, thinks the networks are making a 
mistake. ‘The rea//y big money is in country 
stuff,” Dabhouri claims. “Only CBS and those 
big boys don’t know anything about it.” 
Dabhouri obviously does. He claims to be “a 
few hundred thousand short of being a 
millionaire, but that'll come by 1972” and 
country corn is his business. He produces 
films. 

In essence, he is an “underground” film- 
maker—since none of the three features he’s 
made cost more than $90,000 to make—and 
though he won't reel off figures the way 
Hollywood and New York producers do, he 
claims: “lf | don’t make 500% profit I’m a 
monkey’s uncle.” His most recent film, to be 
released this summer, is tentatively called 
Trucker's Luck. \t stars 19-year old Jimmy 
Webster from Denton, Texas and 11-year old 
Mary Alice Barmettler from St. John’s, Nova 
Scotia, with music by Ralph Parker and the 
Lincoln County Balladeers. It was written by 
Webster and Dabhouri and “‘some college 
kid | know who’s pretty good with words”. A 
production company from Atlanta did most of 
the technical work. “| don’t want anything 
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Nitty Gritty Dirt Band: now what could be more folksy than a leatherette LP jacket? 


arty, I'm interested in a picture that people 
will relate to. You know: hard-line story, bad 
guys, good guys, country music. A winner.” 

Dabhouri’s company, Crescent Productions, 
is one of a dozen or so in the South that are 
now producing feature movies to be shown at 
local drive-ins and small-town theaters. As 
yet, the rest of the country has been untapped 
—though Dabhouri and his colleagues feel 
that, except for big city areas, they'll be able to 
exhibit their pictures ‘‘as long as there's 
drive-ins. We're a real relief from that weirdo 
stuff that comes out of Hollywood. And Love 
Story deals with big city people, rich people. 
Akid from Gatlinsburg, Tennessee can't relate 
to that. If he has a choice, he'll see our films.” 

Dabhouri came to the United States from 
Lebanon when he was 13. “| wasn’t so good 
in school, not being able to talk the language 
so | worked in my uncle’s dry-cleaning store in 
Memphis and went to movies all the time. 
When | quit high school | got a job with a 
movie-production company in Atlanta. | liked 
it, and stayed there six, seven years, mostly as a 
salesman. | travelled through the South, | 
don’t drink—so when | was stuck in a small 
town, | went to the movies. Which were half 
empty. | mean, who wants to see the Magic 
Garden of Stanley Sweetheart in London, 
Kentucky? Maybe London, England. But not 
London, Kentucky. Then, one night | see this 
picture called Hi//billy Hit Parade which was 
made a long time ago. The theater owner tells 
me he books it every couple of years and it 
does well. The picture is pretty lousy. Zsa Zsa 
Gabor discovers hillbilly singer Ferlin Husky, 
| think, who is gettirlg out of the army. And 
she gives a big party for him. And all these 
black-tie bigwigs go for him. That's all. Wow! 
The audience loved every minute.” 

Returning to Atlanta, Dabhouri figured he 
could make one as well and, with the help of 
some of the people at the production com- 
pany, moonlighted a picture called B/ue 
Mountain Serenade. The story line was 
simple. A young country singer falls in love 
with a rich man’s daughter. She persuades her 
parents to hire his band for her coming-out 
party. A rival band tries to cut him out. They 
fight.. They play, everybody’s happy. “We 
convinced a drive-in operator to run it as a 
trial,” Dabhouri recalls. “It wasn't a new idea. 
| wasn’t first. About three other guys were 
already doing it—but mostly music films, with 
no story. Just one fairly good country and 
western name singer and five or six unknown 
groups—on film. But | puta story line in, with 
plenty of country and western music, a little 
action. And in black and white it grossed 
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plenty. So we went into business, backed by 
two groups of drive-in owners.” 

Dabhouri doesn’t believe in the star system. 
“| moved my operation to Nashville because a 
lot of talented kids come here from all over the 
South and West looking for fame and fortune. 
Most don’t make it. The record stores here are 
packed with clerks who'll sing for you if you 
even look like you have something to do with 
the music business. So | get actors cheap— 
and they’re pretty good. This kid Jimmy 
Webster who’s in my last film is going to go 
places. Our whole business is going to go 
places. | hear that there’s an operation like ours 
in Seattle and another in Boston making 
regional films. Hell, you don’t need to go to 
Hollywood, man. And anybody who spends 
over $100,000 for a movie is crazy. You don’t 
have to. You just have to know your audience 
and what your audience likes. The market's 
there if you live in Cincinnati or Logan, Utah.” 

Nobody doubts Dabhouri’s success. But 
“establishment” showbiz types like Variety 
and the trade papers almost never mention the 
regional film businesses. A big studio producer 
we talked to poo-poohed the whole idea. ‘Oh 
yeah,” he laughed. “Have you ever seen one 
of those films ? They do make a few bucks for 
the guy who produces it, but the product is 
such a piece of junk. Most of the operators 
eventually go bankrupt.’ To which Dabhouri 
replies: “The drive-ins never do such good 
business as when one of my films is shown. 
It’s all a matter of knowing your audience and 
keeping costs down.” 

We've previewed some rushes of Dabhouri’s 
new film and, frankly, it doesn’t look as 
though he’s going to give Messrs. Fellini, 
Kurosawa, and Bergman any run at all for 
their money. But the picture is surprisingly 
professional. The importance of operations 
like Dabhouri’s is that they help break down 
the dominance of Hollywood—and mark the 
beginning of a decentralized film industry 
which hopefully will result in more diverse and 
enjoyable viewing for us all. 


SOUNDS 


HOW TO SBLL A DISC? 

More often than not record promotions have 
the opposite effect from the one intended. 
“| put any record that comes in a press kit at 
the bottom of my listening pile,”” says one 
rock scribe in New York, “and it stays there 
until | absolutely have nothing else to play.” 
Another writer, from Boston, recalls that 
“When Pandemonium Shadow Show, 
Nilsson’s first album, came out, RCA stuck it 
in a plain black box with balloons, buttons 
and other paraphernalia. It didn’t get 
reviewed anywhere and I'll wager it was 
because of the hype. | mean, it was a very 
good record and it got a stone zero response.” 
RCA, actually rather mild in this regard when 
compared with some of its competitors, is 
currently spending a boodle on a nonentity 
called Sky while first-rate groups like 
Forever More (whose two LPs are highly 
recommended) and albums like Buskers go 
unheralded and pretty much unheard. 
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A famous caper by Capitol Records was 
the $100,000 billboard that graced Times 
Square last summer, with the three homely 
faces of Grand Funk (a New York cabbie: 
“Boy, do | wanna see that movie’). But if 
you were lucky enough to be on Capitol’s 
mailing list this year you would have received, 
among countless other ephemera, a surplus 
U.S. Army survival kit, a can of alphabet 
soup, an eclipse viewer (the next solar 
eclipse, unfortunately, is years away), and a 
giant pink plastic udder. The effectiveness of 
these items can be measured by considering 
that none of the records attached to this junk 
was reviewed in these pages. It should be 
added that Capitol and RCA are both keen 
to lower the number of cuts on a pop LP 
from 12 to 10. 

In San Francisco a party was given for the 
national rock press by Creedence Clearwater 
Revival. Creedence, it is probably needless to 
point out, is the No. 1 selling group in the 
world, now far outpacing the Beatles, Stones 
and anyone else you might care to mention: 
a position achieved by a series of superb 
singles and albums. But poor Creedence felt 
that it wasn’t being taken seriously by the 
rock press and so the press was flown to the 
Bay Area and wined and dined to the tune of 
$35,000. In exchange, the rock press promised 
to listen to the album. Net result: zero. Well, 
it’s their money. Is it ? Records are going up a 
dollar. 

Another promotion ploy is the /ssue hype, 
in which national crises become marketing 
tools. Record companies send out an endless 
stream of material decorated with peace 
symbols; if the White House were on 
Capitol’s mailing list, the war might have 
ended years ago. There is always mileage in 
racial strife and domestic unrest, and 
Bloodrock, Capitol’s second generation Grand 
Funk, has a poster depicting riots, assassina- 
tions, bombings, etc. of the ‘60s, on a blood 
red map of the U.S. caught in the cross hairs 
of a giant rifle. But the current hot issue is 
The Environment, and one label put out an 
ecology sampler of songs culled from their 
catalogue, many of them bearing only a far- 
fetched connection to the environmental 
crisis, while another tried to tie all its product 
for an entire season to the issue. A group 
called Sugarloaf, for the release of Spaceship 
Earth (Liberty), went so far as to hand out 
boxes containing about 14 items, including a 
paperback book, a poster, two calendars, two 
underground newspapers, a button (one of 
the hardest bits of trash to dispose of, 
according to environmentalists), several 
stickers and some seeds. All in the interest of 
saving resources, you understand. 

Occasionally a hype works, and United 
Artists recently scored with its push for 
Uncle Charlie and His Dog Ted by the Nitty 
Gritty Dirt Band, because the folksy leatherette 
binding, the grainy photographs and the 78 
rpm record accurately captured the atmosphere 
of one of the most delightful albums of the 
year. In fact it worked so well that most 
reviewers probably weren't turned off immedi- 
ately when another UA release—the first 
solo LP by War, Eric Burdon’s back-up band— 


arrived with a dossier-like file on each of the 
band’s members and an album-sized 28-page 
booklet on heavy stock consisting of nothing 
but famous ad slogans with the word WAR 
worked into them (‘Things go better with 
WAR", Fly the Friendly Skies of WAR,” etc.). 
The 78 rpm gimmick has been used before, 
incidentally, notably by Sha-Na-Na whose 
press kit also included a Trojan end and a 
plastic dispenser of Pez. 

Whatever the effect of these antics on 
increased album prices, no budget is left to be 
spent on guiding the listener to the high 
quality, the esoteric and the new. Dennis 
Linde and Barbara Keith, for example. Here are 
two of the best new artistes of last year and 
yet it would probably be safe to bet that most 
people have never heard of them and probably 
never will. Linde records for a subsidiary of 
Mercury Records, and his album, Linde Manor, 
features some fine songwriting, arranging and 
performing in a rock vein, varied, inventive and 
a thorough delight. Barbara Keith, on Verve 
Folkways, is into urban country music and 
most of her songs are good enough to turn up 
as standards in the repertoires of country 
performers. Her singing is warm and direct, 
and it’s a pity that she has been missed by so 
many. 

For the consumer the most useful form of 
promotion is the sampler, and good ones 
are available from Warner Brothers/Reprise 
and Mercury Records at about a dollar an LP. 
Samplers give listeners a chance to choose 
performers they might like to hear more of, and 
sometimes the samplers even include material 
unavailable on other albums. The latest release 
is Looney Tunes/Merrie Melodies (Warner 
Brothers) and includes James Taylor, the 
Dead, Little Richard, The Kinks, Van Morrison, 
the Beach Boys, Frank Zappa, Gordon Light- 
foot, Jimi Hendrix, and many more on three 
LPs for $3. Information on their sampler can be 
had from Mercury Records, Wacker Drive, 
Chicago. Enough interest might encourage 
other labels to follow suit. 


PENTHOUSE PICKS 

Journey in Satchidananda/Alice Coltrane and 
Pharoah Sanders (Impulse AS 9203). This is 
where the Coltrane spirit is not simply a 
legacy, left to admire, but a living breath. 
What ‘cha Gonna Do/Denny Doherty (Dun- 
hill DS 50096). Least heralded of The Mamas 
and The Papas: no visible public marital 
problems, weight problems or ego problems. 
No genius either, perhaps, but worth a listen. 
The Black Man’s Burdon/Eric Burdon (MGM 
SE 4710-2). Alas, all too often Eric is ours too. 
But, amid all the tasteless panache and 
posture, an original voice and song come 
through. 

His Band and The Street Choir/Van Morrison 
(Warner Bros WS 1893). Not the best Van 
Morrison ever, but still a unique enough 
contribution from a surviving, even flourishing 
stylist who was there when British rock first 
hit. 

The Private Collection of Joe Brooks/Joe 
Brooks (Metromedia MD 1037). By the man 
whose music sells Coke. It has good tunes 
and lush orchestration. Oy 
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was a long- haired hippie freak years 
before reporters invented the word, | 
lived in the East Village, and in 
“Haight- Ashbury, and spent time in 
every hippie community on the east 
coast. | was even a biker before most 
of the cycle clubs formed, and can still 
remember when those hoods walked 
around the streets in their colors while 
| rode my chopper past them. But the 
bikers were not really hippies, they were 
more like obnoxious distant cousins. 
The early hippies were a bunch. of 
disturbed middle-class kids who had 
always been social outcasts from Mb 
OWN peer groups, » 
These hippies were kids that just 


believed so much baloney about so few. 
Historically, it should go down as the 
“Summer of the Rip-off’ because that 
was the real theme. The cops rioped-off 
the hippies, and the freaks ripped-off, 
burned, and beat anyone—particularly 
other naive hippies, their eyes clouded 
by visions of love and brotherhood. It 
was an incredible free-for-all; no one 
was safe. Suppose, for instance, you're 
a hippie who takes home a hungry 
runaway needing a place to sleep. You 
stand a damn good chance of waking 
up the next morning with the waif gone, 
along with anything he can. quietly 
carry Out the door. The only thing you 
can expect for your trouble is a case of 


What's the difference between a hippie 
and his dad? Mainly his age. Hippies, says a 
former Flower Child puncturing the 
popular picture, never were 
revolutionaries, and they now 
live like squares 


by Michael Minick 


“couldn't make it in the post-1950s 


because dealing with their own hangups | 


was a full-time business. They turned 
to drugs, eastern culture, and therapy 
in an attempt to. “get their head 
_ together”. “They sought each other out 


because, they could only communicate 


“with those whose problems were similar. 
The early hippies were a pitiful lot, but 
most of them were sensitive intelligent 
people. Nearly all. of them were college 
students or college dropouts, usually 
“writers, artists, or musicians. But we 


were also living out a romantic fantasy, 


identifying with the earlier beatniks who 
captured our imagination as children. 

_ Life for us was hard. No one had 
much money, and few had it together 
“enough in their heads to hold a job. 
_ Every day was a struggle for a place to 
“erash, some food, a little grass, or any 
of the amenities of life we could 
“possibly get our hands on. There wasn't 


much generosity in this scene either— 


everyone wanted to hold on to what 
little they had, as we were a pretty 
insecure bunch. That's where things 
were really at when the reporters found 
us and started publicizing the so- “called 
“Summer of Love’’. 

The Summer of Love was one of the 
all-time media hypes. | know. | was 
there. Never before have so many 


the crabs. Well, these kids had nothing 
and you had something. 

Then there were the burn artists, and 
they were everywhere. Their method of 
operation was. direct. They would 
approach you on the street and offer to 
sell you some weed. Often they would 
give you a stick to smoke, and if you 
found it agreeable they would take your 
money and disappear into a nearby 
building. After about an hour’s wait you 


usually got the message—the guy vi 


wasn't coming back. It's a rare hippie — 


who hasn't been through this number 


at least once. 

But the worst were the ‘rip- off 
artists, a really ugly group of people, 
adept at breaking and entering if they 
heard you had something worth taking. 
The more advanced forms of the rip-off 
usually happened to someone who was 
dealing in drugs—almost every hippie 
at one time or another. Here the rip-off 
artist would spend time getting to know 
the dealer, getting high with him or her, 
or just by becoming a frequent customer. 
When he knew enough about the 
dealer's operation, an especially large 
transaction would be proposed. Then, 
when. the deal was about to be 
consummated, a gun would be pulled, 
and the drugs, money, and all valuables 
taken. One dealer | knew was riding in 
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Doing your own thing, the hippie credo, 


is just another phrase for laissez-faire. 


a car with his biggest customer, when 
the customer pulled to a sudden stop, 
and two hired thugs jumped in, one on 
each side. They systematically worked 
the dealer over until he led them to his 
drug stash worth over $10,000. The 
next day he got out of hospital and 
gave up dealing. 

Yes, that was the Summer of Love, 
though no one ever tells it that way. The 
Haight and the Village were full of 
hustlers exploiting the peace-love rap. 
True, there were also some people who 
really tried to be warm and open. They 
were the ones who didn’t talk about 
brotherhood—they just were that way. 
The ones to watch out for came on 
mouthing poetry about peace, harmony, 
and beauty, and there were plenty of 
them. 

Initially, the hippie population was 
restricted to large cities and a few “in” 
small towns. But inside of a year the 
hippie phenomenon hit middle-sized 
and even small cities, as new converts 
rolled in by the thousands. These were 
the second-wave freaks who were to 
become by far the vast majority of the 
alternate culture. The second, third, and 
subsequent waves, were ordinary 
middle-class kids with just the usual 
amount of problems. They were not 
nearly as disturbed as the original 
freaks. They were the fad followers, the 
same kind of kids as those that tuned to 
surfing and souped-up cars in the ‘50s. 
They came from comfortable white- 
collar families that own a ranch house 
and a barbecue in the suburbs. To them, 
hippies represented romance and 
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“Come off it. Youre not annoyed because we were 
being watched by a Peeping Tom... what's narked you 
is that he was laughing...” 
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adventure. 

So they moved out of their parents’ 
homes and into the hippie ghettos in 
a vain attempt to drop out of the 
materialist society that spawned them. 
In the name of personal freedom they 
dropped into the hip underground with 
just a few of their possessions—1,000 
dollars’ worth of stereo equipment, 300 
stereo discs, and a wardrobe of hippie 
clothing that cost three times as much 
as conventional square clothing. They 
also. brought their middle-class 
emotional and intellectual conditioning, 
which they are not even aware that 
they possess. The simple fact is that 
you can't grow up in any environment 
and not expect to be, consciously or 
unconsciously, a product of it. 

Besides, no one really drops out, at 
least not for very long, because you 
can’t exist without money. Early hippies 
sold drugs or went on welfare. Later 
middle-class hippies work for a living. 
They can be seen stocking shelves at 
the corner A&P or writing ads on 
Madison Avenue. Many are heavily into 
the youth fashion market, while others 
have their own stores and businesses. 
There is scarcely a difference between 
hip capitalism, and plain old pre- 
psychedelic capitalism, except that some 
long-haired freaks are raking in the loot 
rather than some balding middle-aged 
shopkeeper. 

Nor are their social lives any different 
from their parents’. Hippies don’t go to 
parties often, or even visit much. They 
live quietly. When the breadwinner 
comes home at night, he and his old 


lady generally spend the evening in 
front of the tube. Then, the next day 
everyone (straights and hippies alike) 
goes out and buys the same dog food 
and toothpaste. Could anyone seriously 
say that there is a difference between 
the basic laissez-faire philosophy that 
has prevailed in this country for the last 
couple of centuries and the hippie credo 
of “do your own thing” ?And what is the 
difference between a hippie wedding 
ceremony, and a church wedding 
except a few more rituals, some bare 
feet, and lots of flowers? Even their 
ideals are almost identical—while their 
parents wanted a family and a house in 
the suburbs, the hippies want a family 
and house in the country. Who could 
blame them? The suburbs have been 
overcrowded for years. 

Then there is the religion thing. All 
these kids were raised with some 
religious training, so it comes as no 
surprise that when they got into the 
drug bag they started picking up on 
eastern teachings. They even started 
their own churches and congregations 
all over the country. In the large cities 
there are dozens of sects and devotional 
groups—all with the same financial, 
administrative, and membership hang- 
ups that plague established churches. 
Still, it’s an attempt to be one with God, 
just as they were brought up to believe. 

Now an even stranger thing is 
happening—many of these young boys 
and girls are returning to the fold. The 
Jesus movement is springing up all over 
the country and its new converts look 
suspiciously like hippies. Stories of 
entire California motorcycle gangs con- 
verting have appeared in print. Photos 
of bearded, long-haired Christians 
preaching to a similar congregation can 
be seen in Look and other publishing 
institutions. Mass baptisms of hundreds 
of youthful converts threaten to be de 
rigueur. \f that’s not Middle America, I'll 
eat my sandals. 

Yet a disquieting antagonism still 
exists between the middle-class culture 
and the so-called alternate culture. 
Hippies are blamed for everything, with 
particular emphasis on anti-war activi- 
ties and revolutionary movements. This 
is not to say that there haven't been 
freaky-looking activists, but the truth is 
that hippie involvement in politics has 
been minimal. For instance, if you looked 
at all the people that went to all the 
Mobes, you would see that they were 
mostly clean-cut students, housewives, 
and concerned white-collar workers. A 
march by a few hundred thousand 
freaks would have been meaningless. 
On the other hand, the Mobe and other 
big anti-war demonstrations were well 
funded and carefully organized to 
include all strata of society, the key to 
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these great trim-jeans. It took just a few 
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during which I lost 3% inches from 
my waist, 3% inches from my ab- 
domen, 1% inches 
from my hips and 
a total of 2% 
inches off my 
thighs. Ter- 
rific results 
...4 terrific 
product!” 
GARY 
COOVER 


with the 


effective itis... 


REGO SPREE TERE IDR OCIRED 


HIPS AND THIGHS A TOTAL O 
IN JUST 3 DAYS OR YOl 


THIS SUPER PRODUCT IS PRODUCING SUPER NEW SLENDERIZING 
FOR A HOST OF MEN. HERE ARE JUST A FEW: 


David Medeiros. “Just 3 days on the trim-jeans program and | trimmed off 13 
excess inches; 5 inches from my waist, 4% inches from my abdomen, 1 inch from 
my hips and 2% inches from my thighs. No dieting — and my appearance has im- 
proved 100%.” 


Richard Martin: “/ trimmed a total of 10% inches off my midsection, hips and 
thighs in 3 days with trim-jeans — actually lost 72 inches in one 30 minute period 
the first time | used them. During the 3 days my waist came down from 36 inches 
to 3342 inches and my abdomen from 41 inches to 36% inches.” 


Mark Edwards: “/ spent just a few minutes a day for 3 days on the trim-jeans pro- 
gram and reduced my waist, abdomen, hips and thighs a total of 1242 inches. To 
me the most personally rewarding and satisfying change occurred on my waistline 
—which actually went down 4 full inches during the 3 day program—from 35%2 
to 31%! 


Fabulous New 


SAUNA BELT™ 


RESERAANORREOETR ER GORDO EAPAEERN SEAT ERESONURE BASE EREDREDE BORE 


The Amazing Space 
Age Slenderizer that 
is so sensationally 
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Harvey Ward, after 
putting on his trim- 
jeans, is inflating 
them with the handy 
pump provided. He is 
now ready to perform 
his ‘Magic Torso’ 
movements, an exer- 
cise program de- 
signed specially for 
trim-jeans. 


, ABDOMENS, HIP 


ND THIGHS 


“These trim-jeans are without doubt the fastest 
method of trimming excess inches off one’s 
physique that | have ever seen. | used them for 


just 3 short sessions during which | reduced 
my waist by 3 inches, my abdomen by 4 


After a few pleasant 
moments—about 10 
minutes or so—doing 
his ‘Magic Torso’ 
movements, Harvey is 
now relaxing around 
the house for an addi- 
tional 20 minutes 
while keeping his 
trim-jeans on. That is 
all there is to it. 


inches, my hips and thighs by 
several inches for an overall 
reduction of more than 


11 inches. While 

using the trim- 
jeans | didn’t 
change my nor- 
mal living hab- 
its or follow any 
special diet. 
For the amaz- 
ingly small 
amount of time 
and trouble in- 
volved, the re- 
sults from this 
product are in- 
credibly re- 
warding.” 


HARVEY 
WARD 


REDUCE YOUR WAIST, ABDOMEN, 
OM 6 TO 9 INCHES 


Harvey now removes 
his trim-jeans and 
finds his results ‘in- 
credibly rewarding.’ 
Harvey lost 3” from 
his waist, 4” from his 
abdomen and a total 
of 41/2” from his hips 
and thighs—for a total 
measurement loss of 
1172” in just 3 days. 


TRIM-JEANS — THE SPACE AGE SLENDERIZER WITH RESULTS THAT ARE OUT OF THIS WORLD. The trim-jeans are a marvel of ease, comfort and efficiency. 
Once you have slipped them on, you are ready for the most astounding experience in rapid slenderizing you have ever known. Only trim-jeans has the unique 
features of design, including the exclusive super sauna-lock that permits the constant snug fit and solid support in all 4 areas—waist, abdomen, hips and 
thighs—without which truly sensational results are not possible. We recommend that the trim-jeans be used a few minutes each day for 3 days in a row a 
when you first receive them and then several times a week until you have achieved your maximum potential inch loss. After that, for maintenance wi 
you can use the trim-Jeans about twice a month or as often as you feel the need. ae ye 
“a2 worqoe 
THE MOST REVOLUTIONARY GUARANTEE IN SLENDERIZING HISTORY. So many users of the trim-jeans obtain ‘instant reducing’ —are alae ooe of a0? 
inches slimmer, inches trimmer in from just 1 to 3 sessions with this super slenderizer—are actually losing as much as a total of “0. om Rout 
7 or more inches from their waists, abdomens, hips and thighs in just 1 session and up to 13 or more inches from 3 sessions. @ 
This principle produces really fantastic results. There may be variations of speed and/or degree of results due to indi- A 
vidual differences in metabolism and body response. Not everyone may lose 7 inches in just 1 session and 13 or ue 
more inches in 3 days but remember this: No matter what your metabolism, no matter what your body type, a 
if you do not lose a total of from 6 to 9 inches from your waist, abdomen, hips and thighs in just 3 days, aOR : 
you may return the trim-jeans and the entire purchase price will be immediately refunded. 


THE AMAZING TRIM-JEANS TAKE OFF INCHES WHERE THEY NEED TO COME OFF. Your 
trim-jeans are designed to give you just the reducing effect you need where you need 
it...and the price of the trim-jeans is just $13.95 and each pair carries a FULL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Here is the slenderizer supreme —trim-jeans — which 
we sincerely believe to be the easiest, fastest, most convenient, most sensa- S 
tionally effective waist, abdomen, hip and thigh reducer ever discovered a 
—with the most revolutionary guarantee in slenderizing history. So 
if you want trimmer, slimmer, sleeker measurements and you ae 
want them now, send for your trim-jeans today. A 
©Sauna Belt Inc. 1971, P. O. Box 3984, ae 
San Francisco, CA 94119/Pats. Pend. a 
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Laurence Henry 


An entertaining exercise in 
the contemporary tradition 
of the hostage heist, with 
solutions suggested by 
three plotting pros—all 
members of the Mystery 
Writers of America—who 
mean the gentleman no 
harm at all: 


Dorothy Salisbury Davis 
Harold Q. Masur 


Lawrence Treat 
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According to a news report a Senate 
committee on security has heard evi- 
dence of a proposed attempt to kidnap 
the nation’s master phrasemaker, Vice- 
President Spiro Agnew. It can hardly be 
the first time the thought has occurred 
to anyone among his fellow citizens. 
After all, you don't have to be a White . 
Panther, like the accused in the news 

report, to feel that an interval of vice- 

presidential silence—or even absence— 

could have advantages. Besides, the 

way this disrespectful age calmly ac- 

cepts the renaissance of piracy, in which 

airliners and ambassadors are routine 

candidates for a snatch job, it was only 

a matter of time before somebody got 

down to working out plans for putting 

the Veep himself out of harm’s way, ina 

manner of speaking. 

But could it be done? Is it feasible 
that the heir apparent to the Presidency,. 
attended whenever and wherever he 
ventures forth by Secret Service guards, 


) 


could be spirited away by dissenting 
adults ? Remember that, just to make it 
harder, he would have to emerge from 
the experience unharmed—because the 
whole point of a kidnap is ransom, and 
where’s the sense in devaluing what 
you've got to trade? The more you 
contemplate the problem the more snags 
you find. Obviously this becomes a 
matter for a mind practised in cloak if 
not in dagger, and Penthouse accord- 
ingly refetred it along with all its 
logistical ramifications to a consulting 
consortium of professional contrivers of 
mystery. 

The expert personnel assembled to 
settle the issue consisted of three leading 
authors. Harold OQ. Masur, creator of 
Scott Jordan, whose latest adventure is 
Make a Killing, was once summoned to 
Washington by the Joint Chiefs of 
Staff to contribute imaginative ideas inan 


-exercise concerned with international 


war games. Dorothy Salisbury Davis is 


the author of the crime fiction classic 
A Gentle Murderer, and Lawrence Treat 
has lately republished in a paperback 
short story collection P as in Police, the 
tale that won him the Mystery Writers of 
America Edgar Award for the best short 
story of 1965. 

These three focussed a professional 
mind on the project that evidently 
flummoxed the White Panthers, and 
swiftly agreed that Mr Agnew would be 
deluding himself if he supposed himself 
beyond the reach of pros like them. 
selves. The problem as they saw it came 
down to identifying moments of vulnera- 
bility in the Spiro schedule, bearing in 
mind that even as lofty an elected office- 
holder as the Vice President has to eat, 
brush his teeth, and perform what are 
confusingly termed the usual offices. 
The following summaries of these 
experts’ proposals are offered for the 


diversion of Penthouse readers and the 
information of the Secret Service staff--- 


who, after all have been known to 


overlook a precaution or two. before 
now 


Plan 1: The Stopoff Snatch 

by Lawrence Treat 

In this scheme the moment of vulnera 
bility is identified as going to the john. 
In the ordinary way with the Vice- 
President safely inside tis suite at 
Washington's Patk Sheraton or his 
executive offices in the Capitol, this may 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 94 
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Prepare 


yourself 


for the shock of the 


Qaudio 


Sound Experience. 


Qaudio* is the unexpected new experience 
in listening pleasure. It’s the living, breathing 
reality of four-channel sound. 

If you remember how stereo put you in the 
music hall, now Qaudio puts you on the stage. 
It envelops you in the center of the sound. 

Qaudio is our 4-channel high fidelity car- 
tridge tape player music system. 

Insert a cartridge and the shock of four dis- 
tinct sounds from four surrounding speakers 
creates a completely new musical experience. 
The ambience is so real, it’s unreal. 

Qaudio is more than stereo could ever hope 
to be. The four-channel cartridges deliver the 
sound with nearly the same kind of natural 
delineation you’d find at a live concert. 

But before you go out and junk your present 
library of regular 8-track cartridges, keep in 
mind that our Qaudio system will play them 
too. And they’ll sound better than they do on 
your present set-up. 


OM 


Qaudio is available right now at a store near 
you. Along with a good, solid selection of tapes. 

Qaudio prices for your home, automobile, 
or boat start at under $170; a rather small 
price to pay for progress. 

There’s a shocking little free booklet that 
tells the whole Qaudio story. Just drop us a line 
with your name and address. 

Toyo Radio Company of America, Inc. 1842 
West 169th Street, Gardena, California 90247. 
Dealers and service centers across the country. 


UDI 


TOYO 


A SHOCKING EXPERIENCE IN SOUND. 


*PRONOUNCED “KWAH-DIO’?, THE NAME QAUDIO IS BASED ON THE GENERIC ‘‘QUADRIPHONIC’? AND YOU CAN THANK OUR LAWYERS FOR THE SPELLING. 
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WHEN A 
STEW STRIPS _ 
DOES THE AIM WAVER? 


the hijacker and dissuade him from 
going through with his plot. | presume 
we were expected to remind him of his 
happy childhood days and appeal to his 
nobler senses, rather like those agile 
cops who con potential suicides off the 
windowsills of skyscrapers. 

Basically | approve the concept of 
armored doors, but | oppose the plan to 
give pistols to the crew. Professional 
pilots are—like city garbage collectors 
and Congressmen—bound by rigid rules 
of seniority and can only reach the next 
rung on promotion’s ladder when the 
man immediately above them has 
vacated it. Thus it would be evidently 
unwise to tempt a young co-pilot by 
arming him and dangling before him the 
perfect opportunity of knocking off the 
senior sitting beside him. If the FAA 
were to allow pistols in cockpits you'd 
have half the airmen in the States 
running off to buy a reliable flak vest. 

Be that as it may, we did not get guns 
and we did not get armorplate. All we 
got was more hijackings, and—barring a 
few airport searches—that’s how the 
situation remains today. Considering 
that airborne piracy has been going on 
for many years, this hardly rates as 
progress. 

Way back in 1948, when | was flying 
in China during the civil war, two 
American pilots, droning peacefully over 
Shantung Province in an old C-46, were 
visited in their cockpit by a nervous 
Chinese gentleman carrying an auto- 
matic pistol who asked them to land him 
at a place called Tsinan. The snag to this 
suggestion was that Tsinan had recently 
been captured by the armies of Mao 
Tse-Tung and both pilots felt that they 
would receive a pretty frosty welcome. 
Naturally, they demurred. Argument was 
only cut short when the Chinese pulled 
his trigger and blew a hole in the aircraft 
skin about one inch abaft the captain’s 
head. That more or less settled the 
matter; Tsinan it was. After a rather 
sloppy landing, caused by a sudden hail 
of bullets from some surprised Red 
troops on the ground, the Chinaman 
disembarked with expressions of grati- 
tude and relief. The local communist 
commander was not so polite. He kept 
the plane, of course, and only released 
the pilots after he had extracted the last 
iota of material and propaganda benefit 
from them. Furthermore he was not at all 
helpful about return transportation and 
they were forced to journey back to their 
base at Tsingtao—a couple of hundred // 
to the east—in an oxcart. 

This incident prompted much talk 
of counter-measures, the only tangible 
result of which was that heavy locks 
were bolted to our cockpit doors. The 
keys were immediately lost. 

Action was again evaded when some 
years later in a similar incident the pilot 
outwitted the hijacker. A Philippine 
airliner en route from Formosa to 
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Manila was forced to alter course and 
fly to China, by now completely under 
communist control. The villain was 
another Chinese, being taken to the 
Philippines to stand trial for bumping 
off a neighbor. Correctly foreseeing an 
indefinite sojourn in Manila jail, he 
decided to switch destinations. He 
grabbed a gun from one of his guards, 
charged into the cockpit, and ordered 
the captain to steer due west. To make 
his intentions unmistakably clear he 
fired a shot which killed the co-pilot. 
The Filipino captain got the message 
and obediently swung the nose of the 
plane towards China. 

As luck would have it they crossed 
the coast over the island of Quemoy, 
the one piece of real estate for several 
hundred miles that still belonged to 
Chiang Kai-shek. The hijacker was 
eager to land at the first available 
communist airfield and, when the 
pilot pointed out Quemoy’s excellent 
runway, he demanded to be set down, 
believing that he had reached his goal. 
It is not difficult to imagine his chagrin 
when he rushed gaily from the plane 
only to receive a nasty smack in the 
teeth from a rifle butt. He was hauled 
back to Formosa in a damaged condition 
and, to the best of my knowledge, still 
languishes in one of Asia‘’s_ least 
attractive prisons. 

Eventually there was a lull in hi- 
jacking, which lasted till Castro did his 
thing in Cuba. But then, like pot, pills 
and protest, it caught on in a hurry. 
Doubtless it got a certain impetus from 
the State Department's obtuse order 
prohibiting Americans from traveling to 
countries with unfriendly — political 
regimes. Forbidden fruit has always 
possessed a delicious taste. The moment 
you tell achap he mustn't do something, 
without giving a logical reason, he tends 
to get uptight about it and will figure 
a way to thwart you. Pinching a plane 
strikes me as being a way of doing this 
to maximum effect. Lots of disenchanted 
people seized the chance and it wasn’t 
long before hijacking ceased to be a 
purely American phenomenon. As soon 
as its full potential was realized, it 
became as international as the jet set. 

Until the abrupt climax in the 
Jordanian desert last year, there was 
remarkably little rough stuff in the 
hijacking epidemic and nobody got 
hurt. Then suddenly hundreds of 
peaceful travellers found themselves 
held hostage to political blackmail while 
the rest of the world looked on 
frustrated. When, after days. of 
excruciating tension, they were finally 
released, it was as part of a degrading 
bargain which, in an act of childish 
spite, culminated in the complete 
destruction of four magnificent planes. 
As diplomatic outrages go, the Middle 
East hijackings have few peers in 
history. And if the Russians enjoyed 


the whole humiliating spectacle they 
were soon to have the smile wiped off 
their faces, for even the Iron Curtain 
produced a hijacker or two in the final 
months of 1970. 

You may have noticed that hijacking 
methods have not changed much over 
the years. Basically all you need is some 
sort of offensive weapon and access to 
the flight crew. Today you don't 
necessarily have to reach the cockpit 
any more; it’s just as easy to put the 
make on a stewardess and persuade her 
to call the shots. Airline captains are not 
lacking in chivalry and when a 
stewardess calls up on the interphone 
and reports that some _ wild-eyed 
passenger is denting her Maidenform 
with the muzzle of a pistol any self- 
respecting pilot is going to start thinking 
of ways to make the knave unhand her. 
A good-looking stew is not something 
one lightly abandons to a death worse 
than fate. 

! have spent a lot of time thinking 
about stewardesses during my career as 
a pilot, and very pleasant thoughts they 
have been. It was in one of these 
pensive moods, that it suddenly struck 
me that all of us might have missed the 
real key to the hijacking problem. | was 
up at about 35,000 feet and the idea 
came out of the blue, as it did to old 
Newton snoozing under his apple tree. 
Perhaps that was it—Newton, apples, 
gardens, Adam and, inevitably, Eve. 
Stewardesses have a potential that has 
never been realized. 

Let me make clear that | am not 
decrying the various counter-measures 
adopted by America and others since 
the Middle East disaster. | am all for 
them, except that they don’t go far 
enough. | refuse to believe that a 
genuine hijacker is going to be deterred 
for long by a few electronic gadgets. | 
say this with confidence because | 
haven't noticed that similar devices have 
made any impression on the number of 
bank robberies lately. Armed guards are 
no safer. Personal experience during my 
undistinguished service in the Air Force 
taught me that sentry duty of any sorthas 
more yawns per man-hour than any 
other known occupation: A yawning 
guard is already half asleep and is 
therefore a pushover. 

To nobble a hijacker you've got to 
outwit him with cunning—hit him below 
the belt as it were. That’s why I’m asking 
for a fair trial for a new scheme of mine 
that will undoubtedly bring the average 
hijacker slithering to his knees. Bureau- 
crats pick holesinit: allfellow pilots who 
have heard about it have greeted it with 
unbounded enthusiasm. 

First, | must explain it is not normally 
easy for a passenger to get into the 
cockpit. (Actually we call them Flight . 
Stations nowadays, though the ex- 
pression has not caught on too well.) 
We have had locks on the doors for 
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Join the STAR TAPE CLUB now! 
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 


J.I-RODALE 


Dentists are afraid of bonemeal, which | recommend for 
adults as well as children. It stops cavities and even heals one 
already started, but it threatens dentists’ livelihoods 


Nine-tenths of today’s surgery would not be necessary,|'d say, 
given proper nutrition. Anyone may develop disease through 
infection, but a thoroughly nourished body will withstand it 


4 


With the surge of concern about pollu- 
tion Jerome Irving Rodale finds himself, 
at 72, in the satisfying position of the 
prophet belatedly honored, or at any 
rate rewarded. His Prevention magazine, 
founded 21 years ago to propagate his 
theories of health through organic food, 
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has doubled its sale in two years and 
expects to reach 1,000,000 this month. 
Organic Gardening, an even earlier 
venture dating from 1942, has also 
taken a sudden upward spurt. At the 
same time the main theme Rodale has 
plugged for several decades—stop 


interfering with nature—has acquired 


overnight respectability, and even 
passed into the conventional wisdom. 
From being widely regarded as an 
eccentric, if not an outright crackpot, he 
is now borne aloft by the ecology 
fashion, acclaimed as the father of the 
Organic Food Movement, an observer 
who was on to the dangers of DDT,- 
chemical additives, phosphate deter- 
gents, and cholesterol ahead of the 
crowd. A man of versatile attainment, 
Rodale made his first money in electrical 
equipment, branched into publishing, 
where he read about soil biology, and 
took to farming for a practical follow-up. 
He wanted to apply the ideas of Sir 
Albert Howard, English soil biologist, 
who had experimented with “organic” 
crops. Duly convinced, Rodale launched 
Organic Gardening, and today his 
multifarious enterprises in the health 
field require a complex consisting of 
modern office building, reference library, 
processing plant, experimental farm, and 
family compound—all in the clean 
countryside of Emmaus, Pennsylvania. 
Amazingly fit and youthful, Rodale not 
only publishes health magazines (others 


are Fitness for Living and Compost 
Science), and writes health books 
(Happy People Rarely Get Cancer), but 
practices what he preaches, eating only 
“oure’ foods, rejecting refined white 
sugar, and taking plenty of exercise. 
In addition he pursues a passion for the 
theatre, for which he has written 33 
plays. In this exclusive Penthouse inter- 
view, conducted by Assistant Editor 
Gay Bryant, Rodale reveals a range of 
challenging opinions equalled only by 
the many-sidedness of his career. 


Penthouse: What does a man have to do to 
take up the organic living you advocate ? 

Rodale: For the average consumer it means 
buying and eating only pure unadulterated 
food. Organically produced food is food grown 
with no chemical sprays or fertilizers, and with 
only organic matter or rocks used as compost. 
Unfortunately eating pure food like that is not 
enough, at least in America. What we eat and 
drink is so heavily overprocessed that our diet 
should be supplemented by natural vitamins. 
Some people do go overboard with the organic 
way of living concept. They try to go back to 
nature totally. They leave the city and live in tiny 
communities. There they build their own houses, 
make their own shoes and so on. However 
there is a happy medium. If we could only 


abolish our present cities and start again. We 
need new unpolluted cities with wide sidewalks 
and streets, gardens and clean air. But all the 
food that each community needs should be 
grown organically. 

Penthouse: Is it feasible that the rocketing 
population could be fed without chemically 
boosted farming ? And anyway how could the 
poor afford to eat organic food, which is dear 
and hard to come by ? 

Rodale: It is possible. Governments have to do 
it first with subsidies. If the U.S. Government 
will pay a farmer as much as $50,000 a year 
not to grow certain crops, purely to keep the 
prices up, a premium could easily be paid for 
growing crops organically. The market would 
be glutted. Secondly, the Government should 
divide areas up into natural communities, or 
even countries, and have them grow their own 
food organically wherever possible. It would 
require great organization, but it could be done. 
Penthouse: First you would need the support 
of health authorities. After 30 years of campaign- 
ing you have a large lay following, but how are 
you regarded by officialdom ? 

Rodale: Well, the Food & Drug Administration 
—supposedly the source of expert information 
on food and health matters—clearly does not 
think much of me. ‘Who is Rodale? He has no 
experience”, they wrote to one of my readers 
when he quoted me. Actually, my experience 
with them goes back 25 years. When they held 
a hearing relating to the amount of residue 
copper insecticide that should be permitted in 
sprays for vegetables they called me in as an 
expert witness for the organic side. The FDA 
examining officials were obviously in cahoots 
with the attorneys of the insecticide companies. 
A new kind of insecticide was being tested. 
The ordinary one is sprayed on a plant, but this 
type, called “systemic”, is sprayed on the 
ground. The roots absorb it and it is carried to 
every plant cell, so that a bug that eats any part 
of that plant will die. | was worried about this 
spray because | realized that it would surely be 
used on food plants and not only on ornamental 
ones. And, since it cannot be washed off, we 
too would absorb the poison. The lawyers of the 
companies were indignant. ‘Never, Mr. Rodale, 
we give you our word of honor’, they swore. 
But two years later, the spray was used pre- 
cisely in the way | had anticipated, and today 
we are eating plants whose every cell is full of 
toxic substances. The FDA should never have 
allowed this to happen. To get back to your 
question, other authorities do respect me. 
Agricultural researchers claim my writings have 
needled them into some significant research. 
They say | serve a legitimate function. 
Penthouse: You mention a case of what 
sounds like collusion between the FDA and 
drug companies, which would surely impair the 
FDA‘s function in protecting the public from 
health dangers. Is it your view that this relation- 
ship still exists ? 

Rodale: Frankly, yes. Many people have ob- 
served how friendly the FDA is with the drug 
companies, the very people they are supposed 
to be governing. There are many reasons for 
this, but the basic one is financial. For example, 
often a man who's been working for the FDA 
leaves, and next month turns up in a far higher- 
paid position with one of the major companies. 
There have been public scandals on these lines. 
There is no question that such practices are 
not in the interest of the public. | wonder how 
the government can stand for it? Nixon should 
know that this is going on and put a stop to it. 
Every once in a while a new man is put in but 
the same thing happens again. The public is 


not represented. 

Penthouse: In many public health controver- 
sies the American Medical Association backs 
the FDA. Are you saying that doctors are not on 
the public’s side either ? 

Rodale: Well, doctors connected with the FDA 
are AMA doctors and advise according to their 
ethics. And the AMA’‘s entire philosophy is 
against that of natural preventative medicine. 
Penthouse: You spoke earlier of vitamin sup- 
plements, and you have written of Vitamin C as 
an important help in curing lumbago and 
sciatica. If vitamin therapy is proven, as you 
suggest, why aren't physicians in general 
using it ? 

Rodale: The scientific community may not call 
it proof, but the evidence convinces me, as it 
does many noted authorities. Dr Linus Pauling, 
the Nobel Prize winner, recently stated that if he 
took 3,000 mgs of Vitamin C a day he didn't 
catch colds anymore. | do the same and never 
catch colds. Now the FDA & AMA recommend 
thirty mgs a day as the maximum dose. Dozens 
of physicians have done research and made 
statements like Pauling’s and all are ignored by 
the AMA and FDA. 

Penthouse: How do you explain that ? 
Rodale: The AMA is nothing but a trade union 
for doctors, to keep up their earnings. Suppose 
what we say is true and everybody took 
vitamins. Doctors’ offices would be empty 
pretty soon. Apparently, it’s a great threat. Not 
all doctors are so actuated, but most are affected 
subconsciously. The same is true of dentists. 
They are all for fluoridation of drinking water, 
which really won't do the job of preventing 
cavities, but are terribly afraid of bonemeal. | 
recommend it for adults as well as children be- 
cause it really stops cavities completely, it even 
heals one already started. Frequently dental 
associations write articles attacking bonemeal. 
It could take away their livelihood. The FDA is 
directed by AMA thinking, and they in turn are 
much influenced by the drug companies. Drug 
companies cannot profit if everybody stays 
healthy on cheap vitamins. Their money comes 
from the drugs like cortisone, for which they 
charge exorbitant prices. In my opinion the 
abuses are so blatant that the public really 
should get organized. 

Penthouse: Assuming we cou/d do without a 
lot of drugs if we took the right vitamins, we 
would still need doctors and medicines and 
surgeons for certain diseases. Or do you con- 
test that ? 

Rodale: Without a doubt a lot of surgery is un- 
necessary. | was once described as a conser- 
vative crackpot because | was realistic and said 
there was necessary surgery. For example, once 
you have a hernia, you probably require surgery. 
However, if you had taken all the necessary 
vitamins and bonemeal you would have strong 
tissues and bones less subject to fracture. There 
are many operations without real cause in the 
case of cancer. Anyone may develop disease 
through exposure to the elements or to infection. 
The crux of the matter, however, is that if a child 
has been thoroughly nourished it will withstand 
disease. I'd say that probably 90% of today’s 
surgery would not be necessary, given proper 
nutrition. 

Penthouse: Can you categorically state that 
by following your system of preventative 
medicine and using plenty of vitamins, one 
would not get sick at all ? 

Rodale: | couldn't go as far as that, but | can 
assure you that one would be far healthier than 
the average person. There is nothing mystical 
about it. Of course, you could still get sick— 
catch an infection, for example, or sleep in a 
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draft. But the important point is that your body 
can fight sickness that much better. 
Penthouse: An obstacle to acceptance of 
your case is that it requires us to believe that 
responsible people like doctors ignore findings 
that could bring better health to their patients. 
Rodale: You see, nobody goes outside the 
line. If there’s a vogue for a certain theory 
among national or international groupings of 
doctors or scientists, anybody who makes a 
contrary statement is out of step and is put down 
and discredited. When, in Russia, | asked a 
doctor what she thought of vitamins, she 
replied: ‘‘Nyet” (meaning no, nothing). ““What 
about sugar?” “Nyet” (don't tell me anything 
about sugar). After a few more questions with 
nyet for an answer, she asked ‘Who are you 
anyway ? What is your medical degree?” It is 
always the same thing. Officials’ minds are 
closed to new ideas, even in Russia. They will 
not consider upsetting the status quo of current 
medical theory. 

Penthouse: If Russia, too, has this attitude you 
presumably don’t blame capitalism. 

Rodale: That's true. In some ways things are 
worse there. The Russian government has a 
huge sugar-beet crop. There they consume an 
enormous amount of ice-cream—it is sold on 
every street corner. The Russians are a very 
angry people and | attribute this to too much 
bread and sugar and not enough protein. 
Penthouse: You have written a whole book 
relating white sugar to violence and the criminal 
mind. This is surely an extreme theory ? 

Rodale: It is not just a theory, there’s too much 
evidence for that. For instance, a major German 
criminal court has a doctor attached simply to 
study criminals. This Dr. Stutt found that in five 
consecutive violent cases (one individual had 
stabbed his mother to death) all suffered from 
hypoglycaemia—low blood sugar. In hypo- 
glycaemia the pancreas is over-stimulated by 
high sugar intake, and over-produces insulin for 
neutralizing the body’s sugar (the opposite to 
diabetes). So the blood sugar content goes 
down too far. Sugar is vital for the brain to 
function and if the brain isn’t functioning pro- 
perly a person is confused. When such people 
are in a tight situation they can’t think clearly, 
and tend to strike out with violence. Hitler was 
a sugar drunkard, as was Harvey Oswald, and 
even Stalin. | believe it affected their behavior. 
The recent Kruschev memoirs in L/fe tell that, as 
well as drinking heavily, the people around 
Stalin joined him in eating orgies. Russians love 
bread and sugar and they always have mount- 
ains of it in their restaurants. They have “‘bread- 
faces’ and lots of them are fat. | am against 
wheat too. Bread is the most obesity-causing 
food of all. | am running a series of articles 
showing that diseases like rheumatic arthritis 
are caused by bread. | am also working on a 
theory that the warmongering nations are those 
eating wheat—Russians, English, French, 
Germans, Polish, Americans. The rice-eating 
nations are much more placid and not inclined 
to go to war. Even in China the real warmongers 
were the wheat-eating mandarins in the north. 
Penthouse: Surely that’s a theory on the same 
level as the vegetarian nostrum that eating meat 
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Causes war. 
Rodale: Well, | did find in studies of Indians 
that those living almost exclusively on meat- 
were the more violent. Perhaps, a large amount 
could contribute too, as can any excess. There 
are many diet factors that unbalance people: 
sugar, bread, meat, alcohol, but | think sugar 
and bread are the worst. | have shown in my 
book Natural Health, Sugar & The Criminal 
Mind how doctors have cured people of wanting 
divorces by cutting out wheat from their diets. 
There is something about it that produces anger. 
Many factors, including social ones, shape 
behavior but it is obvious that if we have a 
properly-functioning brain we can think clearly. 
We may, for example, think: “I! won't kill him 
because something will happen to me as a 
punishment.” But if you have a blood imbalance 
so that not enough sugar reaches the brain you 
don’t think as far as the consequences and just 
get angry. | myself am thoroughly relaxed and 
can be endlessly insulted. The reason | can 
stand it so calmly is that | am properly nourished. 
Furthermore, | think psychiatrists do more harm 
than good. If they studied nutrition they would 
realize that 75% of what they do is unnecessary. 
They are troublemakers in that they don’t know 
the whole formula. How can they handle crime 
when they don’t consider the important 
nutritional aspects? | think psychoanalysis 
was based on the wrong premise because 
Freud krfew nothing about nutrition. For 
example, we now know that certain Vitamin B 
fractions are very important for the mind, that 
they help with the nerves. We don’t always 
know why this is. It is an area where more 
experiments are necessary, but had Freud known 
as much it is reasonable to assume that his 
work would have taken a different direction. 

Penthouse: In the opening paragraph of 
Rodale’s System for Mental Power and Natural 
Health you say the average man’s mental and 
physical potential is usually developed to only 
one-tenth of his capacity. Could the other 90% 
be realized by a change of life-style and habits ? 
Rodale: As regards percentages, it is hard to 
say. Consider the idiot and the genius: the 
difference is probably 100 times, and no matter 
what you feed him you cannot make a genius 
out of an idiot. On the other hand, it has been 
shown in schoolwork that smokers get lower 
marks than non-smokers. Smoking affects the 
brain in several ways. It constricts the veins so 
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the bloodflow to the brain is reduced and 
cannot bring nutrients for the brain‘s function- 
ing. By the same count bad blood pressure 
affects the brain’s working and efficiency. 
Penthouse: If man’s brain is conditioned by 
his diet and if the average Western diet is 
deficient, as you say, are we on the way to 
becoming a more stupid people ? 

Rodale: ! absolutely think so. You can see that 
something is happening. Crime is getting worse 
and worse even though psychiatry is supposed 
to be finding answers and even though 
technology advances on every front. | shudder 
at the possibilities of the future. | have said that 
the time will come when every man will have an 
armed guard and soldiers will be in possession 
of our lives. | wrote a satirical play called 
Twenty Years From Now, in which | show a 
time when shoplifting has become so bad that 
the government has to send an inspector to 
check every house. People must have a ticket 
pasted on every item, even shoes, showing 
where it was bought and when, In the same 
play | suggest unions for thieves, and regulat- 
ions so that they commit crimes only between 
9-5 and are able to have a home life like 
everyone else. 

Penthouse: Do you, on the other hand, believe 
that by using what you call “brain foods” we 
could breed a race of superior beings ? 

Rodale: | suggested this in my book on the 
Rodale System. Thirty years ago Dr Louis 
Berman wrote Food & Character in which he 
said that people could be bred in the same way 
as animals are. We could take people from two 
families and keep feeding them the right way 
and then intermarry them. He felt that we could 
get a superman who would be intelligent, 
honest, moral, kind and everything else by 
developing these traits nutritionally. Intelligence 
would let them know that being kind was better 
than being cruel, | hope. 

Penthouse: Some of the dictators of the past 
were pretty intelligent, weren't they ? 

Rodale: We think they were intelligent from a 
certain point of view, but Stalin, Hitler or 
Napoleon could have been much better 
governors if they had had the right kind of diet. 
With proper nutrition you cannot but improve 
mentally and vice versa. Mostly, you are how 
you eat. If you cut out all the wheat and sugar 
products, then you are left with vegetables, 
meat, fish, fruit and the good grains like rice, 
corn or barley. Diet is the reason why today’s 
creative geniuses are finished by the time they 
are 40 years old. Look at Arthur Miller—he 
can't write the way he used to. Nor can 
Tennessee Williams. 

Penthouse: How about Aaron Copland ? 
Rodale: Ahh, musical conductors are in a 
special category. Some of them live to be 80 or 
90 and, as Copland said recently, the reason is 
“because we sweat like pigs’. When you sweat 
heavily you can probably get away from the 
disadvantages even of sugar and bread. 
Beneficial exercise will rid you of impurities in 
your body. In the days of Washington and 
Franklin there were greater thinkers than we 
have today. You have only to read the works of 
the time to see it. Though they ate a little bread, 
they took a lot of exercise and white sugar was 
practically unknown. The converse holds true 
of today’s prisons. The diet of bread and water 
must be creating a more violent criminal. 
Penthouse: The trouble with an idea like that 
is how to get it past the “crackpot theory” stage. 
Rodale: | am merely scratching the surface, 
taking a lot of existing research material and 
trying to build a fabric. But more research is 
needed. For instance, every prison in the South 
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has a farm which could grow food organically. 
Different changes could be made in the 
prisoners’ diets and the results studied. This 
could yield valuable material. The psychologist 
Dr. Hipshen of Tallahassee has been considering 
getting together with prison and agricultural 
authorities, so perhaps some studies will now 
be made. | myself would like to form an 
international organization for doctors and 
scientists who are interested in this field to come 
together once a year and issue papers. There are 
three doctors in Germany working on this. One 
of them, a Dr. Ziegler, wrote a book on the fact 
that sugar can cause undue growth, making 
people giants. 

Penthouse: Tiny Tim said ‘You are what you 
eat’, so perhaps he’s a case in point. From him, 
the remark illustrates how the organic-food and 
back-to-nature movement has become identi- 
fied with the counterculture of the young. 
Rodale: The young are going to save us. Before 
the young came to us my magazines were being 
listened to by a very limited audience. Prevention 
has made progress faster than Organic Garden- 
ing, which is older, for the simple reason that 
anyone can go out and buy the recommended 
vitamins and foods. But to convert growers to 
organic methods takes some doing. Yet 
suddenly these hippies and dropouts, who had 
been making a lot of noise, read my writings and 
found something real. There is so much truth in 
what we say that, if you are not prejudiced, you 
must become convinced. And these youths 
are convinced enough to be actually doing 
something. They are buying land and growing 
food organically. Of course, when they taste the 
difference in the products, they never want to 
go back. 

Penthouse: The young take up and discard 
many things. Maybe this is just a fad too. 
Rodale: | don’t think so, because this new 
generation will soon be older and beginning to 
think about having children and what it requires 
to keep them healthy. Some people say the 
same about pollution. But that isn’t a fad either. 
It has to be taken seriously or we will soon be 
dropping dead on the streets. 

Penthouse: Can better nutrition really do much 
to help us survive at this point ? You don’t think 
it’s too late? 

Rodale: It may be, but I'll say one thing: if you 
take a lot of vitamins you will be able to with- 


stand pollution better. For example, Vitamin C- 


is known to excrete poisons, passing straight 
through the body taking poisons with it. In an 
atmosphere like New York's, if you do not take 
Vitamin C in large quantities you are increasing 
the danger to yourself by retaining poisons in 
your body. 

Penthouse: If our surroundings and our food 
are polluted, what action can be taken on a 
political level ? 

Rodale: There’s no doubt the chemicals are 
everywhere. Take the water: not only is there 
chlorine and now fluoride in it, but the water- 
works managers have always put in other 
chemicals like.aluminum sulphate. The manager 
has 13 or 14 little bottles of chemicals and he 
looks at the water and thinks it’s a little turgid so 
he puts in some of this. Or he might think that 
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the fungi are acting up, so he'd better putin some 
of that. In fact, nobody knows what is going in. 
| believe there ought be a vigilante organization 
that would say: “Look, we have waited long 
enough for the authorities to protect us, so now 
we had better protect ourselves.” Maybe some- 
body like Ralph Nader could spark the move- 
ment. We must go out like Carrie Nation, who 
smashed up the saloons that had made her 
husband a drunkard. An honest, dedicated 
group, including hippies, should picket super- 
markets, enter them and break up sections that 
hold food with known harmful additives. It can 
work—the Californian grape boycott did. One 
county in Long Island just issued a law that 
forbids the use of detergents. The citizen 
vigilantes should come before the councils and 
say: ‘We control so many votes and we want 
you to do so and so.” Or the vigilantes could 
indicate every politician’s attitude on health and 
pollution questions to the voters before the 
next elections. People should start using their 
political rights. These are some of the ways the 
vigilantes can work peacably. Perhaps we 
should condone some violence too. | would 
smash up a company that’s at fault, then send 
them a check for the damage. Some people 
react only when something is done the way 
they understand. That is, a flat refusal to take 
any more poisons. When | go to a store, why 
should | have to lose my eyesight trying to see 
what is in a product? | want to shop secure in 
the knowledge that the pure food and drug laws 
are protecting me. Our technology is such that, 
at a time when it seemed impossible, we had a 
crash program that came up with the atom 
bomb. Now that we want a crash program for 
automobile exhausts, it will be done. What is 
needed is a crash program with the world’s best 
scientists working on food. 

Penthouse: That entails finance. How do you 
rate the chances of persuading firms that stand 
to gain from sales of existing products to back 
the necessary research ? 

Rodale: Somewhere soon, somebody will 
develop a healthy drink without additives. | 
understand that some big companies are already 
working on it. As businessmen, they know that 
they will soon have to satisfy certain standards 
set by the public if they want continued growth 
in sales. Governments cannot be counted on to 
keep checks. They just listen to authorities like 
the FDA. We must work out a new ideology on 
food. Children should be educated against 
developing a taste for sugar. Instead, schools 
have vending machines full of Coke and candy. 
The teachers even have their own stacks of 
soda with which they reward the kids. There are 
plenty of substitutes like fruit or honey. The 
churches, too, don’t do their job. They say 
“Cleanliness is next to godliness”. Well, clean- 
liness is bodily health and cancer is not a clean 
condition. The churches should be teaching 
health from their pulpits. 

Penthouse: Now that a thriving health-food 
business has sprung up, isn’t there a case for 
being on guard against adulteration or mal- 
practice there too ? 

Rodale: Unfortunately many stores are only 
interested in making money, and there are many 


bogus things we don’t approve of. I’ve seen 
cyclamates and saccharin and other additives in 
health-food stores. The health vigilantes | sug- 
gested could help here too, by checking and 
rating the stores. 

Penthouse: One of the things you are up 
against, however, is that the public shows few 
signs of wanting to be helped on the diet front. 
A recent survey showed that seven out of nine 
people have continued to eat a cereal product 
after being informed that it has no nutritional 
value at all. 

Rodale: Eighty per cent of the public doesn't 
give a darn, it’s true. But we have to work with a 
good organized minority for the good of the 
majority. After all, who runs this country, the 
minority or the majority? Of course it’s the 
minority. Even the so-called communists gain 
their ends by manipulating from a minority 
position. If you go to a store and buy food that 
doesn’t have any additives you are buying 
healthy food, and it’s not important whether you 
give arap. 

Penthouse: If you had become a politician 
instead of a publisher, wouldn’‘t you have been 
more successful in spreading your ideas ? 
Rodale: I’m afraid | would more likely have 
been shot in no time. | upset too many people. 
Besides, I’m only human. | have varied interests. 
| want to do other things, like writing plays. Now 
that there is a growing number of people 
working on health food along my lines, | can sit 
back with some satisfaction. It would be foolish 
for me to step out and try to be a senator. | am 
better off in this corner, thinking, writing, and 
spreading the printed word. | can talk to literally 
millions through my magazines. 

Penthouse: Another handicap for you is that 
the Rodale way of life seems full of negatives: 
no sugar, no bread, no salt, no alcohol, no 
tobacco. And even what /s allowed has to be 
taken in moderation. 

Rodale: It is a matter of the habits you first 
develop. | was an ice-cream addict. It was a 
lift, a thrill to me. But once | decided to stop | 
got so | could practically thumb my nose at a 
candy store. The body sets up these cravings for 
harmful things, so that we think we need them 
to feel good. We should train our bodies to 
desire what is beneficial to us. 

Penthouse: Dr. Seaborg of the Atomic Energy 
Commission has said that opponents of the 
nuclear reactor programs are guilty of “irrational 
thinking based on misinformation and un- 
founded fears”. Are you one of the guilty ? 
Rodale: | am a pacifist, and certainly the first 
place for disarmament is the nuclear war 
program. It is an aspect of technology | am 
strongly against. We should stop getting elec- 
tricity through nuclear power unless an organ- 
ization of impartial vigilantes could be satisfied 
that it was absolutely healthy. That has to be 
the first consideration now. There is so often a 
side-effect. Why, radiation is used even though 
it is Known to be harmful. The government 
should grant no patents unless an invention can 
first be proven to have no side-effects negative 
to human health. After all, you cannot take a 
patent out on something illegal. An invention 
that harms only policemen—say it shouts PIG— 
certainly would not be given a patent! 

Scientists are like children. They are playing 
with fire, and in their game if it works—fine. If it 
doesn't—it's another big error for somebody 
else to worry about. There are two parts to every 
problem: A, how to do it—and 8, the result. 
Scientists solve A but B is not their department. 
B is what affects us, the men in the street, and it 
is tme we began to look out for ourselves. 
Penthouse: Mr. Rodale, thank you. Om—_ 
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY GUCCIONE 


n these days of Women’s Liberation, when beauty contests get picketed and gibes of ‘male 
chauvinism’ are hurled at magazines for men, it takes a defiant spirit among females, and a 
mind not easily intimidated, to proclaim Petdom as a pinnacle of women’s rights. It also takes the 
breath away when these sterling qualities are found in the persuasive person (35-23-36) of Miss 

Josee Troyat, who at 19 makes a delicious debut as Pet of the Month. Says Josee: “Liberation for 
womenis what! am doing now — posinglikethis for Penthouse. It would never have been possible in my 
mother’s youth. She would have been condemned, instead of admired, for showing off all her beauty.” 
As Josee sees it—and she is reading philosophy with her eye on an eventual Ph.D.—the freedom to 
be herself as a woman is true women’s liberation. ‘Men and women are just as badly—or as well—off 
as each other, so what's the point in changing one routine for another?” The author of these 
challenging views is of Franco-Brazilian parentage, born in Sao Paulo, and educated mainly in 
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Paris and Switzerland. Now she is renewing acquaintance with London, first made when she visited 
the British capital with her diplomat father as a child. To finance her studies she serves London’‘s 
sophisticated nightlifers as a Cocktail Pet at the Penthouse Club. “By day | can be the swot in 
spectacles,” she says, “and at night | can blossom out. It’s a swinging job.” Josee has pored over 
Kate Millett’s strident Sexua/ Politics but is unconvinced by Millettant propaganda. Besides, she 
enjoys her existing feminine role too much to hear of changing it for Women’s Lib ways, “To be 
utterly frank, the bit in Kate Millett’s book which rea//y turned me on was the excerpt from a Henry 
Miller seduction scene at the front.” Her belief in femininity she owes to her mother, who is a retired 
stage actress of no small renown in such cities as Rio de Janeiro, Madrid, Paris and Rome. ‘Perhaps 
| am already liberated,” Josee admits, “in which case, the movement cannot apply to me personally. 
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But as long as there are men and as long as there are women, well—"’ she blushes ““—someone has 
to be on top.’ Her philosophy thesis will dwell, in less’ immediate phraseology, on the enduring 
aspects of this concept. Though she is “insane” about pop music, and would adore working as a 
DJ, Josee realizes that she is ‘fundamentally cerebral’. Her problem is that because of her youth, her 
looks and her vivacious personality, she finds serious acceptance hard to come by. ‘This means my 
life is frustrating on one hand, and fun on the other,”’ she explains. She hopes that by the time she 
returns to Sao Paulo, however, her British education and her Penthouse Club training will have given 
her the poise and self-possession necessary for deep and convincing conversation. “At the moment, 
I‘m not quite sure who | am and what | am, but perhaps the fact that | question myself is a good 
sign.’ We concur: whatever her philosophies, Miss Troyat is indisputably worthy of any cross- 
examination. 
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f there’s one thing Americans know, 

it's foreigners. We know all about them 

because we've never been anywhere. 
These are the facts. Swedes go swim- 
ming naked. Norway is cold and is 
around Siberia. The English are a lot like 
us but talk funny. The Germans are clean 
but they have fat necks and like to have 
leaders. The French are dirty. Italian men 
pinch girls in the ass, especially blondes. 
Israel is where you go if you're Jewish or’ 
very religious In some other creepy way. 
Greece is where the culture came from. 
Spain has big bargains in leather pocket- 
books. It rains alotin Ireland. The Dutch 
are quaint. Where is Belgium exactly ? 
Russians would be like us but they have 
bad leaders, and Tito is a Communist 
but not really. 

What they find out in one day after 
arrival is that some of the foreigners are 
real dumb and don’t speak American, 
the “conserge” thinks he’s better than 
we are—who the hell does he think he is 
anyway—the French are dirty but this 
hotel seems okay, the maid is very nice 
you should talk to her, a hamburger is 
two dollars, for Chrissake. 

In France, it's the plumbing. Where do 
they get their crazy ideas? Why don't 
they just buy their plumbing from us and 
forget it? Why are all the cars so small ? 
Where do they get all this traffic? 
Waiter, what does rognons mean? 
Omigod. Is the milk “passcherized” ? 
Well, | mean he was a Frenchman for 
gossake, wassenhe ? The Eiffel tower... 
but that’s for tourists, isn nit ? 

Yea. Noter Dayme really looks like it's 
supposeda. | mean, if you're gonna build 
achurch, build it right, right ? 

Say, we really found a little restaurant, 
what's it called again ? They're very nice 
to you in there and the waiter talks 
pretty good. He worked in New York 
once, around 48th Street, and he came 
back here because he didn't like it. | 
mean, well, New York, and him being a 
Frenchman and all. 

Yeah, you can get fillums. There’s a 
place right near where the American 
Express is. Gee, didja see all those 
hippies around there ? You know, getting 
money from their father and then going 
around all filthy like that. 

Being young is best. Then you don't 
have to kid around with Westminster 
Abbey, the Parthenon and the Coliseum. 
Those icky joints are for the Optimist’s 
Club of Pittsburgh or somewhere. You 
know, the fat folks with the cameras and 
the square shoes. Youth, real Oh-wow ! 
people, know enough to keep off of the 
mainland as much as possible. Brindisi, 
Corfu, Ischia. Crete is pretty good and so 
is Minorca. One of the kids was telling 
me just the other day that Djagjakarta Is 
outasight.... 

June’s the month to go, girlie. Beat 
the rat race. Take Icelandic, it's cheaper. 
Sure, it's slower, so you'll get laid an 
hour later, know what | mean? And 
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once you're there, what the hell? 
Millions of guys you'll never see again. 
And never mind making them pay for 
everything, | mean the days of being a 
sex symbol are over, right ? Of course, if 
he wants to pay for dinner and he wants 
to pay for the pad, okay. And listen, it’s 
the American kids that'll pay, not those 
greaseballs. And if you do go with a tour, 
keep away from the guide. Gee, they 
expect you to pay for everything. 

Russia: We waited 45 minutes before 
the waitress showed up and then it was 
45 minutes before she came back again. 
She had a gold tooth and the food was 
lousy. The people, | dunno, they didn’t 
look happy to me. One kid came up to me 
and tried to speak English, he said he 
was learning it in school. Why should | 
help him with his English and then have 
them steal all our secrets ? | don’t think 
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anybody was following us but we kept 
having the feeling that they wouldn't 
let us go anywhere. But to tell you the 
truth, | wouldn't want to go there 
anyway, you know what | mean ? Harry 
said the room was bugged so we didn't 
even, you know. | mean, with the 
Gestapo listening in? God, what a 
feeling. Well, we didn’t get sick of 
course but they told us that most of the 
doctors are women. | don’t know what 
the men do. Yes, we went to Leningrad 
and thought it looked very old, if you 
follow me. We met this nice couple at 
the hotel, he’s in sheets and towels for 
some big store with a Jewish name in 
Chicago. We met them in the bus coming 
back from the airport in London and they 
agreed with everything we said. 

London: Harry always orders steak 
because he says it’s the best way to tell 
what a place is like. And the people are 
nice but it’s amazing how so many of 
them don't look, well, English. | mean, 
when you think of an Englishman you 
know what you think of, and they don’t 
seem to be around so much. Oh we did 
see a couple with umbrellas and in one 
restaurant they called a man ‘my lord” 
but he didn’t really look like much. Sort 
of old. We went to Hyde Park which we 
can show you some pictures Harry took 
of, even though it was cold and cloudy. 
The people in the hotel have very nice 
manners, except some Americans we 
saw, which was very embarrassing. | 
mean, the man was right, but he hollered 
too loud. The English don't like you to 
holler. And they call the elevator the lift. 
Harry says they call the hood of an 
automobile the bonnet, but of course | 
didn’t hear anybody do that. Oh, and 
they call the subway the underground, 
which it is, of course, but what's wrong 
with subway ? 

Italy: We met this nice couple from 
Alameda which is near San Francisco, 
they said. We went to the catacombs 
with them and had a lovely afternoon. 
Well, it's a lot of bones and stuff and 
pretty religious, because the man who 
takes you round is wearing a priest's, uh, 
what they wear. And on the way out 
there the man kept talking about the 
road and how it was built by the Romans. 
Well, it came right out of Rome, after all, 
but | suppose he meant it was a pretty 
good road if you consider the olden days. 

No, we didn't have any trouble. We 
ate in the hotel all the time. 

The Forum? Well, no, we only had 
three days and then Harry had to get 
back to work. 

That's very true. There’s nothing like 
the U.S.A. | said that to Harry the minute 
we got back on PanAm. 

Yes, it did take us a while to get 
through the customs at Kennedy, but 
when you stop to think of it, all these 
foreigners coming in, and all. 

Next year? Well, why should we go 
back ? We've been there. O+— 
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She must have been a 
gorgeous creature a decade 
before. ‘‘Poor boy,” she said. 
"| do declare that he's a 
virgin, Are you a virgin, 
Ronnie? Do tellus...” 


was just 17 when Mrs. Houghton gave me my 

first important lesson in adult behaviour, the 

one about not trusting a woman further than 

you can throw her. (In Mrs. Houghton’s case it 
would not have been much of a distance, as will 
become clear later.) 

The lesson came at a good time. | was a well- 
built, shock-haired lad just out of school; inquis- 
itive, insubordinate and, after my mother’s death, 
very insecure in the presence of adults. | thirsted 
despairingly for a taste of living, yet with no 
training or prospects there was nothing to do for 
the moment save hang around my home, which 
meant my father’s pub in a small village on the 
side of Dartmoor. 

It was July of 1932 and the village sweltered in 
along succession of torrid days, with the heat haze 
shimmering over the moors and the bracken 
already drying to a premature gold. It was good 
weather for publicans; day after day Dad had to 
push the last of the drinkers outside.into the after- 
noon heat to get the door bolted, and we kept all 
hours in the evening. 

Few visitors put up at the pub in those days. The 
moorland roads were still pretty rough, there was 
no electricity or telephone: only the occasional 
weekend fisherman sought us out for lodging. 
After my mother’s death, father had not even 
encouraged this trade. 

So the arrival of Mr. and Mrs. Houghton, 
unannounced, in a big green touring Bentley was 
bound to cause special interest. | cannot recall 
Mr. Houghton too well; he was about 45 with a 
florid complexion. His possessions were more 
memorable: his beautifully cut London clothes, 
his hide leather luggage, his magnificent fishing 
tackle and the immaculate Bentley—all declared 
him a man of substance in some or other walk of 
life. He spoke beautifully, scowled often and was 
rather haughty. | instantly disliked him, but his 
impressive exterior and the threats of my father 
(who was charging three times his normal tariff) 
kept me from any adolescent impudence. 

Mrs. Houghton—whose real surname | never 
knew—l remember with far greater clarity, which 
is hardly surprising in view of what happened 
between us. She was, | suppose, 40 or 42 and 
must have been a gorgeous creature a decade 
before. Now she had the overripe degenerate 
voluptuousness of a Rubens nude that had gone 
to seed. 

It was fascinating how skilfully she kept up the 
fight against the dilapidations of time. Her clothes 
(she went in for stunning combinations of tight 
silk blouses, flared trousers and wide-brimmed 
Garbo hats that were outrageous even for 1932), 
the elegant styling of her lustrous black hair and 
her intricate and expert make-up combined to 
keep her exotic and interesting. But if you looked 
closer you saw the middle-aged sag of the 
bountiful breasts which no brassiére could up- 
hoist, the spreading matronly thickness of the hips 
and rumps and the fleshy fullness of the neck. 
Beneath the paint, wrinkles, crows’ feet and 
double chin encroached on a face that must have 
once been an artist’s dream. 

However, Mrs. Houghton’s attractions were 
marred not so much by these things as by her own 
vulgarity. It was no surprise to be told that she was 
on the London stage and | have often wondered 
if that was a euphemism for the music halls. 
Everything about her was too extravagant for 
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ordinary living; her flouncy walk, her florid mannerisms, her 
sing-song voice, her too-loud laugh. She seemed to live 
according to unseen stage directions, always either declaiming 
or dropping into a stage whisper, flashing her dark eyes 
appropriately at every mirth or vexation and generally creating 
an air of forced vitality. You almost felt expected to rise and 
applaud every time she swept out of the room. 

To be truthful, none of this stopped me thinking she was 
the most fascinating creature ever known, but it evidently 
got on Mr. Houghton’s nerves. The first night he explained 
privately to father that Mrs. Houghton had come for some 
solitude and for the next two days emphasized the point by 
slipping off alone all day to fish in the wooded valleys of the 
Dart or a distant reservoir. Mrs. Houghton moped discon- 
solately in her room, where she could be seen at the window 
smoking scented cigarettes through a jade holder and reading 
all the old magazines in the pub. 

In the evening, joined at last by Mr. Houghton (who always 
looked as if he had just lost a 15lb. salmon), she held court in 
the parlour bar, drinking concoctions of gin and cordials, and 
dazzling the few villagers bold enough to filter in from the 
ploughman’s bar. | must say she took Mr. Houghton’s 
taciturnity very well but it was extremely hard going. Her 
feminine charms seemed powerless to touch him, her jokes 
fell flat and her teasing was lost. | began to feel sorry for her. 

This sympathy was soon to be shattered. On the third night 
| was helping father in the other bar and running occasionally 
to and from the parlour to see if they wanted more drinks. By 
ten o'clock she was more animated and talkative than ever 
before, her eyes unnaturally bright. Old Moley Richards, Jan 
Burden and some others sat round eyeing her lecherously 
and guffawing at her jokes. Mr. Houghton obviously did not 
like it. 

“You've had enough, Bee,” he said, as she beckoned me 
for the eighth or ninth time. 

“Non-sense dahling,’’ she rejoined. ‘l never felt better. 
Another gin, Ronnie dear, and make it large.” 

“You have had quite enough,” he repeated sharply. “And 
we don’t want one of your famous pump-room scenes.” 

“Oh don't be so tart Eric. We're on holiday—or supposed to 
be.’ She giggled and stood up, glass in hand, gently swaying. 
She was distinctly drunk. 

“Ronnie will get me another one, won't you Ronnie 
dahling ?” 

| hesitated. Moley and his friends had gone quiet, watching 
the fun, and | wished desperately that father was there. | did 
not want to offend her, but Mr. Houghton was looking like 
thunder over her shoulder. | smiled lamely and shook my head. 

“What's the matter, sweetie, don’t you hear me right ?”” Her 
double chin quivered angrily, “Have you got mud in your 
ears ? Or do we have Prohibition here now ?”” 

| stuttered out that it was neither and tried to retire behind 
the bar. Mrs. Houghton roared with laughter and blocked the 


ay. 

“Well, me oh my! | do believe he’s scared stiff of me! Or is 
it women in general? Yes that's it. Poor boy, | do declare he 
must be a virgin. Are you a virgin, Ronnie ? Dotell us...” 

| gasped, speechless at the enormity of her remark. It was an 
iniquitous thing to say to an adolescent in company. The fact 
that her supposition was absolutely true (as my scarlet face 
must have indicated) made it not a whit easier to bear. Moley 
and his cronies hooted with laughter as | stood scarlet, 
tongue-tied and powerless to remonstrate or laugh off the 
jibe. In that instant | hated her intensely. 

“My, he does look fierce’, she breathed tipsily. “Almost 
big enough to prove me wrong.” 

“Oh come on Bee, don’t tease the lad.’ Mr. Houghton was 
equally unaware what merciless exposure this teasing was. 
After further banter he took her firmly by the arm and frog- 
marched her from the room, wishing us a good night. 

Amid fresh roars of laughter Moley Richards solemnly 
lifted his beer to toast ‘Our Ronnie, the Virgin Barman of 
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Coombe Thickett’’ and | retreated to the scullery with the 
glasses, hating them all. It would take ages to live it down ina 
village the size of ours. | swore vengeance on that London 
female, if the opportunity arose. 
The next day, another scorcher, the Houghtons slept late and 
then to my relief went out together in the Bentley at mid- 
morning. About three o’clock father closed the front door and 
retired as usual to the parlour to sleep off his fatigue and 
share of the drinking. At a loss for amusement, | took his rook 
gun and climbed up in the hayloft above the stable. It was 
unbearably hot and | took my shirt off and sat by the open 
hatch over the stable door, hoping for a rat to chance his luck 
across the yard. | was still fuming inwardly at Mrs. Houghton. 
_It was drowsy work watching for rats and a jug of rough 
cider | had filched did not help. So | was all but asleep when 
the Houghtons came into their room. The stable makes an 
angle at one corner of the backyard with the living quarters of 
the pub and consequently the hatch by which | crouched was 
only a few feet from their window. It was a curious duologue 
that | heard, for while every word that she declaimed was 
clearly audible, his replies were only low mumbles. 

“... had just about all | can take, Eric. It was bad enough 
being dragged all the way to the middle of God knows where, 
surrounded by horseflies and yokels.. .”’ 

His low pitched rejoinder was lost. 

“Well | didn’t expect to be ignored and left to my own 
devices day after day, dahling. We were supposed to be 
going to Le Touquet with Archie Sanderson and that new 
girl of his. Not bury ourselves insome Dartmoor bog...” 

Again, arumble from Mr. Houghton. 

“Oh blast your reputation, Eric. Time was when you'd 
cheerfully risk everything for a few days with me to yourself. 
Now just because you think there’s a chance of taking silk, 
you want to shelve me for a while.” Her voice was beginning 
to rise hysterically. ‘Well | won't stand for it Eric, do you hear ? 
I've sacrificed too much for you, five of my best years. And 
you said you would divorce Eleanor two years ago.” 

He cut in sharply, audible for the first time. “It's over Bee. 
Can't you get that into your head ? I’ve been trying to tell you 
for days. And for God’s sake keep your voice down.” 

The battle raged on for minutes, with fascinating scraps 
floating across the shimmering yard, until her sharp agonized 
cry: “But | love you Eric. | need you dahling, damn you.” 

His cold voice cut dispassionately across her: ‘’ Of course 
you don’t Beatrice. You may still be in love with my money 
and position but you certainly don’t love me. Why you're not 
even faithful, as your recent leading man and producer would 
testify.” 

“That's a filthy scandalous newspaper story...” 

“Is it? The way your friends talk | doubt it. Why | shouldn't 
be surprised if you haven't had the wandering eye down here, 
while | deliberately left you alone. That tongue-tied Adonis 
of the pump room for instance...” 

“Ronnie 2” | heard my name with a start. She laughed 
scornfully ; ‘‘Dahling, you must be ageing if you're jealous of 
schoolboys. I'd. find cradle-snatching about as pleasurable 
Beran a car tyre and twice as messy. Oh don’t be a fool 

il Guras 

My ears burned red as the storm continued. Now he was 
telling her that they should go back to London separately and 
not meet again. Finally she started to scream at him: “Don't 
you dare bloody well walk out, Eric Houghton. No man has 
the last laugh on me and damned well gets away with it! I'll 
throw myself in the reservoir, so help me. Then what will your 
snivelling wife and prudish colleagues think of you?” She 
started to sob. 

He said something indistinct and rude. The door slammed 
and seconds later the Bentley burst into life and roared down 
the street. For some minutes she sobbed alone, then the door 
slammed again and she came downstairs and into the yard. 
| watched her run across the paddock and up towards the 
moor. She was heading toward the reservoir. 
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| suppose it was naive, but at that moment, befuddled by 
cider and the heat and with her spirited threats ringing in my 
ears, | was certain Mrs. Houghton was off to drown herself. 
| had a prevision of the tragedy: her plump, shapely body 
floating in the waves, the trout nibbling her bloated face. 

It was no time for hesitation ; bygones must be bygones. | 
threw on my shirt and dashed down the ladder in pursuit. 
When | got to the moor gate she was a quarter mile ahead of 
me, a flash of scarlet and black bobbing through the ferns and 
bracken. | had to run to keep her in sight. Soon the sweat was 
pouring in rivulets down my neck, and my trousers clung like 
wet fleece to my skin. She seemed to be driven on by some 
dreadful suicidal despair which gave her superhuman strength. 

Now she was out of sight, lost behind a granite outcrop. 
Increasingly agitated | struck away on a direct line for the 
reservoir, a mile distant. With luck | might get there first. The 
bracken crackled underfoot and long brambles tore at my 
thinly flannelled legs. Twice | fell, ripping holes in my 
trousers. Then | stumbled into an odious bog, which covered 
my shoes in stinking mud. 

At last | mounted the final rise and the reservoir lay below, a 
small tarn sparkling and shimmering in the fantastic heat 
haze, ringed by a belt of pine trees. It was quite deserted. | 
collapsed gratefully on the ground to wait, chest aching and 
lungs bursting. 

The minutes passed and still she did not arrive. At last | grew 
anxious again. Suppose she had found some other place, 
some other occasion... a pool, a bog, a rock to hurl herself 
from ? Wearily | forced myself to run on again, back down the 
hillside from which she ought to have approached. The 
dreadful feeling of premonition returned. 

Then a movement between the trees in a little gully on my 
right stopped me. A moderate stream, rising high on the 
moor, had here gouged a valley in the weatherbeaten hill- 
side. It was deep and sheltered, with oak trees and a few 
alders screening peat-brown pools where minnows basked 
and an occasional trout darted between rounded, moss- 
covered boulders. | knew the place of old; today it would be 
cool and fragrant and shadowy. Suddenly | felt certain that 
Mrs. Houghton must have stopped there. Fearfully | crept 
forward through the waist-high ferns to see. 

What | saw gave me the shock of my life. Thirty feet below 
me, thrown carelessly on the turf where the ferns ended, was 
her scarlet blouse and trousers and other garments. Below 
that, sitting luxuriously in a shallow sundappled pool, was 
Mrs. Houghton, without a stitch of clothing. As the water 
lapped gently round her large shapely buttocks and surplus 
abdomen she hummed a pop tune and seemed preoccupied 
with giving herself a manicure. Never did a woman look less in 
need of saving from herself. 

| sank down into the ferns in a frenzy of relief and fury. That 
she was alright and that my visions of a bloated, watery 
corpse were unfounded was immensely relieving. To find her 
totally naked was at first acutely embarrassing ; had she spot- 
ted me then | would have beaten a hasty retreat down the hill 
as fast as my aching legs would move. As it was, sitting 
crouched in the ferns, with my lungs heaving like tortured 
bellows, my arms and legs muddy and ripped by the brambles 
and a cloud of midges feasting on my glistening face, my 
embarrassment rapidly faded before my indignation. 

The stupid spoiled bitch! After ridiculing and embarrassing 
me publicly, she had made me run two miles in this unbearable 
heat thinking that she was killing herself. She needed a 
lesson, something that would scare her stupid and shatter her 
fabric of mannerisms and insincerity. Something that would 
pay her back richly for last night, something that... Heavens ! 
it was too simple. All | had to do was steal her clothes. 

| no sooner had the idea than | was sliding down the hill 
through the ferns like a Red Indian. By the time | reached the 
edge of the cover she had finished her manicure and was 
lying on her belly trying to catch minnows. | caught a fascin- 
ating glimpse of buttock and thigh before | scooped up her 
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clothes and tunnelled back into the ferns. Ten seconds later, 
as an afterthought, | returned for her shoes and stockings. | 
saw no reason for making things easy for her. 

Then | crawled back to a point hidden behind the crest of 
the hill where it was safe to straighten up and consider the 
situation. All | really wanted to do, | had decided, was to 
leave the clothes where Mrs. Houghton would find them 
eventually, but not until she had had a considerable fright, 
hopping around naked in the brambles, desperately searching 
for them and wondering how she could reenter the village 
without dying of shame — an emotion that | imagined would 
be fairly foreign to her. 

| finally spotted the ideal place, a flat rock rising above the 
level of the gorse about 300 yards downhill and away from the 
gully. When finally she left the protection of the coombe in 
despair she could not help but see the clothes, but to reach 
them would cause her further agony and a painful journey 
through the dense flowering gorse that grew thickly on that 
side of the hill. 

As | laid the clothes out on the rock, | confess that a new 
and more evil demon took hold of me. It caught me by the 
throat as | unrolled the crumpled underclothes that smelled 
fragrantly of Mrs. Houghton’s particular brand of Bond Street 
perfume. They were things | had never seen before (shop 
windows were not so forthright in 1932 as they are now), a 
pink girdle bristling with hooks and bows, a capacious 
brassiére with rosebuds embroidered saucily on either cup, a 
slip of the purest silk and a voluminous pair of lace-trimmed 
blue knickers. 

The theft of the clothes gave me a feeling of daring and 
control; in my eye Mrs. Houghton now stood stripped— 
literally—of her considerable superiorities in poise and 
authority. That small determined demon inside was saying 
that it was no longer necessary to scamper off like a village 
boy scrumping apples. The mature thing to do—and the most 
logical since | wished to enjoy her discomfiture to the utmost 
—was to hide in the bushes and watch the fun. 

It would be unthinkable to show myself, of course, but 
later, back at the pub, | could find some way to crucify her 
further. | could almost hear my own voice, with a new note of 
mocking insolence as | flipped a cloth over the bar: “Did you 
enjoy your stroll Mrs. Houghton? They say the water was 
lovely for swimming...” That would bring the hot flush of 
shame to her painted cheeks. 

Gleefully | panted back up the hill and burrowed down 
again through the ferns until | had a commanding view of the 
little valley. 

Down by the shady pool nothing stirred, but | could hear 
splashing and Mrs. Houghton singing. It sounded as if she 
was about to come out. As the minutes passed my pulse rose 
and the hair prickled on the back of my neck. For the truth was 
that not only was | completely inexperienced with women 
(as Mrs. Houghton had correctly divined) but | had never 
seen a woman naked before and still harboured a great deal 
of curiosity. That, no doubt, would be unusual in a 17-year- 
old today, but in that more decorous age such things were 
possible. | had had some luck with village girls, of course, but 
it never went beyond some rather interesting kissing and 
frenzied squeezing, fully clothed. 

Forty years later | can still recali the scene in vivid detail: 
the musty delicate green of the ferns and the midges buzzing 
persistently about me, the sweet smell of crushed gorse and 
foxgloves and the itching discomfort of sweatstained shirt 
and torn trews, and beyond the trees the sound of a woman’s 
singing coming nearer. 

When Mrs, Houghton arrived she was certainly no dis- 
appointment The ferns above the stream parted with a swish 
and she tripped onto the turf not 30 feet from my hiding place, 
for all the world like Botticelli’s Aphrodite rising naked and 
dripping from the foam—except that Mrs. Houghton had 
none of that lady’s modesty in the placing of her hands. 

It was astonishing to see that she was play-acting as ever, 


in the grand theatrical manner and (so far as she knew) to 
absolutely no audience whatsoever. She commenced by 
giving radiant smiles to all quarters and curtseying coyly, her 
large pink rump clearly showing the mossy stamp of the 
stream’s boulders. She struck a pose and declaimed: 

“You nymphs, call’d Naiades, of the windring brooks, 

With your sedg’d crowns and ever harmless looks 

Leave your crisp channels .. ."’ and so on till she forgot the 
rest and burst into peals of helpless laughter which sent 
three or four sheep grazing hidden in the bracken charging 
uphill. 

Then for variety she performed some rather languid 
ballet, smiling appreciatively to the invisible partner who 
propelled her up and down the little clearing. The wind 
rippled in the tops of the alders and softly mimicked the 
applause that was her bread and meat. 

| gaped and gaped. To alad who had never seen the female 
form before it was a cornucopia, an absolute surfeit of 
delectation. Mrs. Houghton’s jo/e de vivre and undeniable 
grace more than compensated for the extravagances of her 
form. As she rose en pointe, arms outstretched in the classical 
pose, she threw her magnificent breasts into relief against the 
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| began to crawl away as softly as possible, 
and she obviously misinterpreted the 
movements. ‘Oh God, no! Keep your distance. 
Don't come any nearer. Please don’t...’ 
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dark pool behind her. Her pendulous abdomen smoothed to a 
single soft slope, her hips narrowed and her thick thighs 
tapered to their former girlish columns. For an instant the 
fading stage beauty was once more a wild and lovely creature, 
a woodland Salome dancing (so it seemed) solely for me. | 
was spellbound. 

Then she abruptly dropped her arms and the vision faded. 
She had spotted that her clothes were missing, and there was 
nothing histrionic in the thunderstruck look she wore now. | 
held my breath and sank lower into the ferns. 

What followed was really very funny. For a full half minute 
she stared around her with an expression growing wilder and 
wilder. Then she dashed up and down the narrow clearing, 
beating at the ferns, peering under boulders and frantically 
scanning the hillside. Then she dashed down to the stream 
and back again. Then she paused exhausted, her breasts 
rising and falling like an Atlantic swell, her whole body 
quivering with fury. Finally she placed her hands on her hips 
and began to swear like a fishwife ; words that even my father 
forbore to use flowed from her in an unbroken stream. Three 
more sheep broke from cover and stampeded away. 

In the second of silence that followed | simply could not 
help myself. | sniggered—a very clear, masculine snigger. 
For an electrifying instant Mrs. Houghton stared in the direc- 
tion from which the noise came, her face a study of horror. 
Then in a few quick bounds she leaped out of the clearing 
into a clump of ferns and sank out of sight. For some seconds 
there was total silence except for heavy breathing from either 
side of the clearing. | began to look around to see how | could 
best get away unseen, for | did not care for this unexpected 
turn of events. 

Then the ferns rustled and her voice, cold with fury, hissed: 
“Who the hel// are you ?” 

| did not answer. 

Then again: “What do you want here?” She sounded 


furious enough, but slightly tremulous. | began to crawl away 
as softly as possible, and she obviously misinterpreted the 
movements. “Oh God, no! Keep your distance. Don’t come 
any nearer. Pleasedon't...” 

| halted, greatly embarrassed. She was quite hysterical. 
Disguising my voice as best | could | said gruffly: ‘’S alright. 
Don't worry. Just going.” 

It was an error, for she recognized me at once. “You/” she 
shrieked. ‘“You little bastard ! Who else is with you 2” 

| felt rather nettled and gave up the effort at disguise. 
“There's no one with me. And |’m not a bastard.” 

“Oh yes you are. What the hell do you mean by spying on 
me?” 

“| wasn't spying.” 

“Yes you bloody well were”. 

“Well not at first. You said you were going to drown 
yourself, and | came to make sure you were alright. | ran all 
the way to the beastly reservoir and back.’’ And then, 
inconsequentially, “And I’ve torn my new trousers.” 

There was a pause. ‘| see.’ Her voice was not so harsh. 
“Where the hell are my clothes ?” 

“| pinched them. They're not far away.” 

“Get them immediately.” 

| baulked, determined not to lose my revenge. “Get them 
yourself. You'll soon find them. I’m going.” 

“No, you get them.” 

“Not likely. It darned well serves you right for last night.” 

“Ronnie, | want you to get them.” Amazingly she was 
pleading with me. “‘I'll never find them in all this stuff. I’m so 
short-sighted. Please.” 

| said nothing. It was true; she was short-sighted ; she had 
told us many times what an advantage it was on stage. Made 
your eyes look bigger or something. |'d forgotten that. 

“Please Ronnie.” Funny how all the affectation had drained 
from her voice. | still said nothing. A horse fly landed in- 
cautiously on my leg and | killed it expertly. | felt remarkably 
in charge. 

“Look Ronnie, about last night. I’m sorry for what | said, 
honestly | am. | had had far too much to drink, you know. It 
wasn't right of me, and—and | think you're very sweet and 
mature really. Now please get the clothes.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Houghton, I’m sweet alright, really.’ | mimicked 
her stagey voice in cold fury. “Even if seducing me would be 
about as p-p-pleasurable and messy as ch-changing a car 
tyre.” 

There was another long silence. My heart beat wildly 
against my rib cage. Now | had done it—that ultimate, un- 
speakable insult was out in the open. | felt heady at my 
recklessness, but every injury had to be exposed and 
cauterized. 

“Oh. Oh dear.’ She sounded much softer, and she sighed 
as if my own distress had distressed her too. ‘‘I'd forgotten you 
must have heard that if you heard the rest. Well I’m sorry that 
hurt too, Ronnie. | didn’t mean it to be taken literally as true.” 

The seconds slipped by. A butterfly flitted gracefully over 
the clearing and somewhere a cuckoo called. | realized with 
an empty feeling that now she had apologized there was 
nothing more | could say. My bolt was shot: all | could do 
was slip away. 

And then the fantastic, the unexpected, the impossible 
happened. Her voice came across the space, low and 
deliberate. ‘| mean it Ronnie. It wouldn’t necessarily be like 
that. \t would all—depend. We can see, you and I, if you like. 
And if,” she paused meaningfully, and emphasized the 
words, “/fyou get my clothes.” 

The world stood still. | tried to say something but my 
throat was too dry. 

“Do you pramise ?” 

“Uh—huh.” 

“Ronnie, is ita bargain ?” 

“Yes.” | gulped and started to crawl toward the waving 
clump of ferns. A ram further up the hill was watching me 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 72 
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hough many of our parents’ and 
ali grandparents’ sex fears hardly affect 

us any longer, love and sex con- 
tinue to be uppermost among the 
anxieties revealed to me in clinical 
consultation. Few of us still think that 
we will drive ourselves to the loony bin 
by masturbating. Not many of us lie 
awake nights worrying about the 
possible horrors of syphilis, illegitimate 
pregnancy, or abortion. Even our 
regular run-of-the-mill thoughts of or 
participation in acts of fornication and 
adultery have largely ceased to make us 
prepare ourselves for the fires of hell. 
Thanks to Havelock Ellis and modern 
sexological writers, old sex fears have 
virtually vanished. 

This is not to say that sex education 
conquers all, for every contemporary sex 
survey conclusively proves that erotic 
ignorance is still widespread. But the 
worst mass misinformation seems now 
to be over. Only those adults who 
cannot or will not read seem to be as 
sorely ignorant as were their not-so- 
distant ancestors. 

What kinds of sex fears, then, tend to 
remain? Let me give a few clinical 
examples. One of the clients with whom 
| talked earlier this week is a real beauty. 
She is five-feet-nine, blue-eyed and red- 
haired, and incredibly well stacked. For 
the last two years, however, ever since 
she reached the age of 23, her sex life 
has come to a halt. She will briefly pet 
with one of her numerous suitors, but 
that’s it. Just as soon as a male hand 
creeps anywhere near her genital region, 
she tenses up and frequently begins to 
sob hysterically. Before her bewildered 
partner knows what has hit him, she 
may well have slapped down his hands, 
clawed his face, and even taken a 


chunk out of his fingers with her sharp | 


teeth! There, as you might expect, goes 
that evening ! ; 
Puritanical, Holy Roller type of up- 
bringing, you guess? Not in the least. 
Mary R. came from an unusually liberal 
Unitarian home. Both her parents 
occasionally, with each other's consent, 
had adulterous affairs, and the sex 
restrictions imposed on her were virtually 
nil. By the time she graduated from 
college (where, academically, she did 
outstandingly well), she had jerked off 
more men than any other girl on 
campus, and she herself, through heavy 
petting, was rarely known to miss a major 
orgasmic beat. She remained, until 23, 
technically a virgin, but that was because 
she feared rejection from some of the 
male chauvinists she knew. They would 
enthusiastically favor a girl who did 
everything but intercourse, but would 
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stupidly look down on any female who 
went ‘the whole way”. 

Once she began to have coitus, 
things became much grimmer for Mary. 
Despite the generous proportions of her 
body (her breasts were so large that 
well-meaning women would ask her, 
from time to time, whether she was 
pregnant), her vaginal orifice was quite 
small. In consequence, especially when 
her partner was well-endowed, she 
experienced some coital pain. Inter- 
course, therefore, hardly sent her; and 
almost all her sex partners started 
complaining—as_ virtually none had 
ever done before—about her “coldness” 
or ‘‘frigidity.” One of them, whom she 
had known in her precoitus days, when 
he had seemed to be more than satisfied 
with her, got out of bed in the middle of 
the night and insisted on going home. 
He just couldn't stand being frustrated 
any longer. 

Poor Mary! She traumatized herself 
so severely after several of these 
experiences that she looked forward to 
dating with real dread. She thought up 
ways of being truly “ill” by the time her 
date got her home and thereby avoiding 
sex with him, and finally stopped dating 
altogether. This previously high-sexed, 
almost promiscuous girl was now so 
thoroughly bedevilled by sex fears that 
it looked as though she might never 
resume dating, let alone marry and rear 
a small family. 


HORRIFIED TO TELL 


Mary's real problem, however, was 
not sex : it was fear of open communica- 
tion. She was horrified at the thought of 
telling her male companions about what 
she viewed as her terrible inadequacies. 
She feared they would summarily reject 
her aS a person once they knew that 
they would have to handle her luscious 
body carefully in order to get her to 
relax and enjoy herself. So she never 
even started to communicate with them 
at all. When, at my therapeutic in- 
sistence, she forced herself to speak up, 
hours before she got anywhere near bed 
with a male, and to explain that she did 
have a slight physical problem and that 
she was sexually fearful, she soon 
found that most of her escorts were 
willing—in fact almost eager—to make 
allowances, and to be patient and 
considerate. 

With my help she convinced herself 
that it would not be terrible or self- 
debasing if potential partners were 
informed of her problem, and she 
completely lost her fear of intercourse. 
She even began to enjoy if with 


selected individuals, realizing that be- 


hind her fear lurked an enormous ‘‘love’’ 
fear: “Wouldn't it be awful if an 
attractive male discovered my coital 
deficiencies and disapproved of me as 
a person? How could | ever accept 
myself if he refused to honor and 
accept me?’ Using the principles of 
rational-emotive therapy, | got to this 
core of her thinking and induced her 
vigorously to dispute and challenge 
these self-denigrating assumptions. | 
have been able to help her see her 
entire being, and not merely her genital 
aptitude, In a-much different light. 


IMPOTENT WITH HIS WIFE 


With Patrick F’s anxiety | am having a 
harder time. Patrick, a 29-year-old 
physician, has been married for three 
years ; and already he is losing desire for 
his exceptionally good-looking 22-year- 
old wife. For the several months that 
they lived together before marriage, they 
copulated two or three times almost 
every day of the week. For the first year 
after marrying, despite his busy 
schedule at the hospital where he was 
taking his residency in pediatrics, they 
almost kept up this pace. But then 
Patrick began having trouble ejaculat- 
ing, and would sometimes have to 
pursue active intercourse for 45 minutes 
or more. 

Later, though he had no trouble in 
erecting, he started to detumesce soon 
after vaginal entry. Finally, he began to 
lose all sex interest in his wife, though 
not in sex. Indeed practically every 
nurse at the hospital, from 18 to 58, 
looked like the greatest piece of ass he 
had ever seen, and his mind was rarely 
far from contemplating what lay beyond 
her white uniform. 

Like Mary's, Patrick’s fear is severe 
worry about sexual inadequacy. How 
long will it take for him to reach orgasm ? 
Will he, sometimes, have one at all or 
will he lose his erection? Is it just his 
wife with whom he is likely to fail—or 
might it not be, especially after the 
first few times, almost any woman ? 
Dare he experiment outside his marri- 
age, and find out ? Could he take it if he 
proved to be impotent with a// females ? 

Patrick is not only worried about 
what other people might think of his sex 
failures: he has a serious ego problem 
as well. For Patrick has only been able 
to win his own acceptance, during his 
entire life, on the basis of outstanding 
achievements. He invariably succeeded 
at sports, at chess, at school, at parties, 
at... well, you name it. He is un- 
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usually competent, and if you are 
competent, says his value system, 
you are a good person. |f you are 


incompetent, or even averagely com- 
petent, you are—well, a s/ob. 

This is a hard philosophy to buck— 
particularly since almost everyone in 
the United States (and in most other 
countries in the world) appears to 
accept it. Such a credo is palpably—if 
you think about it—false. For how 
could a tota/ person be a slob just 
because some of his aspects, his traits, 
are slobbish ? A bad |eg clearly does not 
make anyone a bad individual. So how 
can iIneptness at sports, business, 
socializing, sex, or anything else, make 
anyone a rotten being? Yet this is how 
Patrick still insists on seeing himself, 
despite all my rational protestations to 
the contrary. He condemns his se/f, his 
totality, his being, just because one of 
his important acts, maintaining an 
erection and having an_ enjoyable 
orgasm with his wife, is frequently sub- 
standard. So Patrick's impotence pre- 
dictably gets worse, for sexual adequacy 
depends on thinking and feeling sexily, 
and just as soon as one thinks and feels 
unsexually or antisexually, it disappears. 
This is what | pointed out over a 
decade ago, in the early editions of my 
book, The Art and Science of Love 
(revised edition, New York: Lyle Stuart, 
Inc. and Bantam Books, 1969), and 
this is what Masters and Johnson 
emphasize in Human Sexual /nadequacy 
(Boston: Little, Brown, 1970). 


NEEDS FEMALE INITIATIVE 


So | am still trying with Patrick, who 
is enormously egoistic and success- 
centered. But he is gradually learning 
to enjoy himself rather than to “prove” 
himself, and | have every reason to 
believe that he will soon be sexually 
(and generally) out of the woods. 
Michael G., in some ways just as ego- 
centered as Patrick, fears that he can 
only do well sexually when some female 
takes the initiative. Aged 35, married a 
dozen years, and just as successful in 
business as Patrick has been in medicine, 
he has succeeded sexually with only 
one woman: his mistress of two years’ 
standing. She is the one girl he has met 
in his entire life who has practically 
unzipped his pants and made all the 
overtures to him, and he has done (at 
her urging) all the “‘dirty’’ and ‘‘per- 
verted” acts (particularly oral-genital) 
that he has never dared before. So he 
is convinced that he cannot make it 
sexually with anyone else—including 
his wife. Now that his mistress is about 
to leave him to marry another man and 
move several hundred miles away, he is 
terrified that his sex life may be over. 
For many therapy sessions | kept after 
Michael about his fear of taking the 
initiative. “What would happen,” | 
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asked him, “if you a/d make active 
sexual overtures, to your wife or to any 
other woman ?” 

“| just couldn't.” 

“Why couldn't you 2” 

“| don’t know. | just couldn't.” 

“You mean you wouldn't!" 

“Maybe so. But | know that | never 
did, not even with my wife when | first 
met her. And that’s why we've had such 
a poor sex life. | never could approach 
her. | always wait for her to approach me. 
And even that’s no good, now that I've 
done all those things with Gladys. | 
never enjoyed myself so much. My 
wife wouldn't do anything like that.” 

“How do you know 2?” | asked. “Have 
you ever tried to get her to go down 
on you?” 

“Oh, | couldn't! She wouldn't!” 

“But how do you know ?” 

“| know! | never could. | 
couldn't!” 

“Why couldn't you 2” 

“| don't know. I'd just feel terrible if 
| even tried to take the initiative with 
any woman.” 

“Because she might reject you. And 
wouldn't that be awful!” 

“But it would be awful.” 

“Why would it be awful ?” 

“Because I'd fee/ awful if | got 
rejected.” 

“Can't you see how circular your 
thinking is? ‘It would be awful if | took 
the sexual initiative. It would be awful 
because | fee/ it would be awful. | feel 
it would be awful because it would be 
awful.’ With thinking like that, you 
could make anything seem awful. And 
then, because you thought it was so, it 
would fee/ so. And because you made it 
fee/ so, you would use that as ‘proof’ 
that your hypothesis, your thought, 
was so. Not a single bit of evidence in 
your chain!” 

“Maybe so. But | sti// feel that it 
would be awful !”’ 


PRESCRIBED “HOMEWORK” 


just 


Round and round we went, Michael 
and |, getting absolutely nowhere. 
Fortunately, however, rational-emotive 
therapy is not all talk, but includes 
homework assignments, which help the 
individual change his overt behavior as 
well as his thinking. | therefore gave 
Michael graduated assignments. First, 
asking little favors of women—such as 
asking for a match or inquiring about 
street directions. Then | had him go to 
dances and parties and merely ask 
them to dance. Then to try for their 
telephone numbers. Then to try to 
arrange dates with them. Then deliber- 
ately to call and change or break some 
of the dates. Then to try kissing them 
goodnight, just before the date ended. 
Then to make more advanced sexual 
overtures—including overtures toward 
his wife, with whom he had never taken 


any initiating steps previously. Then to 
ask them for sexual favors, such as oral- 
genital relations, which he had only 
enjoyed with Gladys. Etcetera. 

Each time Michael hesitated or balked 
at any of these steps, | again questioned 
him: What could happen if he did take 
it? Would he really be a hopeless 
worm, incapable of making another 
sexual overture just because this or that 
woman refused his advances? Would 
it not be far better for him to learn by his 
failures than never to try at all? 
Michael slowly but surely — started 
moving. For the first time in his life he 
persuaded one girl, against her original 
inclination, to screw in the back seat of 
a car. He pushed another's mouth on to 
his penis when he felt like having oral 
sex. He even asked his wife for anal 
intercourse, when he decided that he 
would like to try it. Most of the time, he 
was clearly rejected. But he found, 
once and for all, that he cou/d ask for 
what he wanted—and that a surprisingly 
high number of acceptances accrued. 
The more he tried, the more he received. 
And he soon became one of the real 
haves, rather than one of the out- 
standing havenots, of the world of sex 
and love. His relations with his wife 
improved immensely in the process. 
Even his business dealings (about which 
we hardly ever talked in our therapy 
sessions) became more daring and more 
productive. 


DEMORALIZED BY HANGUP 


Fear of becoming a homosexual is 
another common anxiety that | keep 
coming across in my clinical practice. 
| have been seeing both a male and a 
female sufferer. The male is 27, almost 
compulsively interested in every attrac- 
tive female he sees, and has a steady 
girlfriend with whom he has quite good 
sex relations two or three times a week. 
The female is 22, dates steadily, has no 
trouble climaxing with men she cares 
for or finds sexually attractive, and looks 
forward to being a wife and mother. 
But both these heterosexual individuals 
begin to think, from time to time : “How 
attractive that member of my own sex is. 
| wish | looked like that! God, maybe 
I'm really homosexual, getting attracted 
like | do to someone of my own sex. | 
wonder if there’s something terribly 
wrong about me ?” 

What are both clients really afraid of ? 
Two things: (1) not being the best- 
looking member of his or her own sex; 
and (2) being actually homosexual and 
being despised by others for so being. 
As | have explained to both of them, it 
is this second fear which demoralizes 
them and causes most of their so-called 
“homosexual” hangup. Here is some of 
the dialogue | have had with the 
22-year-old female: 

“Let's deliberately suppose the worst. 


” 


Let’s assume that you really did make a 
pass at a girl, say one of your current 
friends, that she liked it, and that you 
wound up in bed with her. Let’s suppose 
that you even liked it more than you 
generally like sex with boys, and that 
you thereafter would rather have it with 
her than with any of the males you 
kept meeting. All right: why would that 
be terrible 2" 

“Well, uh, it might interfere with my 
ever really relating well to a boy.” 

“All right. Let's suppose that. You 
kept having sex with this girl, and 
therefore you couldn't get too involved 
with a boy. So you remained basically 
a lesbian forever. Now—why would 
that be horrible ?”’ 

“Well, then, uh, I'd, I'd have to keep 
working all my life, and I'd never have a 
family, which | think | do want.” 

“Right. Let's suppose you'd keep 
working all your life and never have a 
family, which you do want. That would 
be highly unfortunate. Now, why would 
it be catastrophic? Why couldn't you 
sti// live a reasonably happy existence ?” 

“Uh, | don’t know. | don't fee/ that | 
would...” 

“Because you really fee/ that it would 
be awful if you were mainly or ex- 
clusively lesbian. But why wou/d it be ?”’ 

“\ don’t know. | wouldn't //ke it.” 

“You probably wouldn't, but there 
are lots of things you don't like that you 
don’t think are awful, and that you 
know you can gracefully lump. Now, 
why couldn't lesbianism, if that were 
truly your main lot, be in the same 
category ?” 

“Mmm. | suppose it could be. | never 
thought about it that way.” 

“No, and that’s the problem.:You only 
think about it in one way: ‘I! couldn't 
stand myself, if | were a lesbian! | 
would be a real shit. How horrible if 
others knew that | really liked girls 
sexually more than | like boys!’ Thinking 
that way, you panic yourself so much 
that you constantly obsess yourself 
with the thought. And the more you 
think ‘Wouldn't it be horrible if | liked 
girls!’ the more you think about liking 
them—and the more you become con- 
vinced that you actually do, or might 
someday, like them too much. That 
persuades you that you probably are a 
lesbian. And so the vicious circle goes 
on and on.” 

“You mean,” the client said, ‘that | 
hate myself so much for even thinking 
about girls and lesbianism, that | 
become so obsessed with this thought 
that soon | can think of, well, virtually 
of nothing else?” 

“Exactly,” | replied. ‘You first think, 
‘Isn't it awful that | am attracted to that 
girl. | might be a lesbian!’ Then you 
blame yourself so much for being 
attracted—as if practically every. girl 
isn't, at some time or other, similarly 
attracted. Then, because of your self- 


condemnation, you keep ruminating 
about your so-called lesbianism. Then 
you. condemn yourself for being 
obsessed with being obsessed. And 
pretty soon, you're convinced that 
you're either a real lesbian or a nut, or 
both! Then you start on the next round 
of self-blaming.” 

“What can | do to stop it ?” 

“Just what I’ve been trying to get you 
to do during this session: to see that 
even if you were a confirmed lesbian, it 
would at worst be highly inconvenient 
but hardly catastrophic; and to see that 
you are never a louse, no matter what 
“crazy” symptom you have: lesbianism, 
obsessive-compulsive thoughts, arrant 
self-condemnation, or anything else.” 

This girl is starting to accept herself 
with her disadvantageous symptoms; 
and as she does so she is also starting to 
lose her symptoms and to see herself 
for what she really is: a highly hetero- 
sexually-inclined girl, who occasionally 
has homosexual thoughts and feelings. 
Similarly, with her male counterpart: 
the more | get him to stop condemning 
himself for his homosexual thoughts, 
the less he has them, the better he makes 
out with his girlfriend, and the more 
generally interested in females he tends 
to become. 


THE BELOW-PAR SYNDROME 


The sex fears | have examined in this 
article, then, have a few common 
causes: the sufferer devoutly and un- 
realistically believes that he (or she) 
should be fantastically competent sexu- 
ally and must be adored by all his sex 
partners (and everyone else in the 
universe!) for being so talented and 


adept. Second, he perceives that he is 
below par in some aspect of sexuality, 
indicative of what his own _ biased 
mind calls “true manhood” (or what 
she calls “true womanhood’). Third, 
he berates himself mercilessly for this 
inadequacy, exaggeratedly claims that 
he can never overcome it, and so 
views himself as a failure, a Totally 
Worthless Person. Fourth, he con- 
sequently propels himself into a state of 
extreme panic, shame, and depression. 
Fifth, he notes how anxious and de- 
pressed he is and condemns himself for 
these symptoms. Finally, he goes into an 
even deeper state of terror and humilia- 
tion, frequently finds that even his 
nonsexual abilities are then waning, and 
sometimes winds up by convincing 
himself that he cannot do anything well. 
End of first vicious circle; beginning of 
new, ever-recurring cycle’ of perfec- 


tionistic demands, _ self-flagellation, 
panic, poor performance, increased 
perfectionism, and redoubled self- 
denigration. 


Is psychotherapy the only answer to 
severe sex fears? No, not entirely. 
Probably more people have overcome 
their sexual panics by reading, talking 
to their friends, and experimenting with 
new procedures and partners than have 
ever been cured by therapeutic sessions. 
Self-therapy, though rather hit-and- 
miss and sometimes time-consuming, 
frequently works. But where it doesn't, 
a quick trip to one’s friendly doctor or 
psychologist is distinctly in order. 
Serious sex fears are invariably ground- 
less and unnecessary: for the ego 
problems that usually lie behind and 
cause them are treatable. Why should 
anyone suffer needlessly when help is 
so readily athand? Ot—g 


“Good Lord, Jocelyn —did you know that YOU have Doric proportions ee 
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Cireckrmate to tae Queen 


PHOTOGRAPHED BY GLAUCO CORTINI 


From the new Italian cinema stable, 
an unbridled epic on 
the rein of a crue/ queen over her sensual servant 


owever beastly masochism is, it does have one 
attribute to recommend it. Unlike sadism, which is a thankless complex of exhausting effort and 
relentless responsibilities (which whip ? how many strokes?) masochism is little more than doing 
what you're told, and you'll get hurt. This thesis of thraldom forms the fundamentals of a 
new film by Pasquale Festa Campanile, whose cinematic credentials include When Women Still 
Had A Tail with Senta Berger. As vehicles for his erotic exposition of bondage and humiliation, 
Campanile has selected Rossana Schiaffino and Haydee Politoff, two of filmdom’s newest nymphs, 
and cast them as the provocative protagonists in a story that the synopsis describes as “‘very 
interesting’. According to the script, Man today can choose between the restful state of bondage 
or the workaday worry of freedom, and Miss Politoff, as a rich and pretty contessa, knows exactly 
where she’s bound. She offers her services to Miss Schiaffino as a dame de compagnie—purely to 
satisfy her insatiable obsession for serfdom—and she sighs in satisfaction as her mistress treats 


Black beauty and stablemate (above left) enjoy unbridled chat about when they'll get their oats. 
Above right: Rossana Schiaffino as the dominant mistress who keeps her girl slaves between 
shafts. Facing page: Contessa Haydee Politoff, after a brisk canter, gets an affectionate fondle 
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Franco Rubartelli (above), 
Verushka's favorite photo- 
grapher, admires film fan- 
tasy sequence. Right: 
Haydee Peolitoff, craving 
humiliation, dreams about 
bondage and rape in a 
strange desert at the hands 
of some Freudian heavies. 
Below right: Sequence 
shows how she’s /eered at, 
laughed at, stripped and 
whipped, and even then 
she's not happy 


her more and more like a slave. The capitulating contessa tries to lower herself progressively each day, ceaselessly 
seeking the nirvana of nonentity that masochists crave: total cancellation of her own personality. But even this is not 
enough. Humiliations, like Hershey bars, tend to pall past the first five dozen, and Miss Politoff realizes that low as 
she is, she will only be satisfied with absolute abjection. Her desires, which run to pulling chariots for her mistress, 
are obviously too expensive to mount, so she settles for the bargain abasement of dreaming about them. If her fantasies 
demonstrate anything, they show she has a stable mind: she imagines herself bridled and bitted and chained in a 
horsebox. Occasionally she is taken out for a canter by Miss Schiaffino, who in the dreams of her servant is just as 


The abjectional Miss Politoff (above) debases herself as much as she can by washing her mistress’ feet in a twin tub. 
But give her a foot and she takes a mile: after this she fantasizes desperately about being a horse 
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Right: Haydee gets a /ump 
of sugar after a good day's 
trotting, then (above left) 
a sweet-and-sour kiss to 
follow. Above right: brid/ed 
stable companion watches 
the proceedings and feels a 
bit left out of the running 


keen on equal rights for women. Again, however, frustration sets in: you can only gallop 
round the grounds so many times before the novelty—and the skin on your knees—wears 
off, and the grotesque imaginings of the perverse Miss Politoff lead her still further on her 
sensual short-cut to erotic annihilation. She dreams she is being whipped and raped in 
a fantastic desert inhabited by monstrous beings and deformed people, but even in this 
erogenous zone she cannot find the humiliation she so painfully requires. Campanile 
climaxes his film by arguing that even though life is easier under someone else's thumb, 
it's almost as difficult to shed responsibility as it is to acquire it. This means that his 
sexually saltire slavegirl is left, after her dreams, with an erotic emptiness that reality can 
no longer successfully fill: she is alone with her hopeless solitude, her desperation and a 
hardly used bridle outfit. Checkmate to the Queen is the latest in a new wave of Italian 
sex cinematics, which includes such epics as 7he Awful Story of the Nun of Monza, 
Ecce Homo and Campanile’s previous erotic 7a// piece. Their common factor is their 
emphasis on sexual fantasy and nudity, but each of them has been distinguished by 
social theorizing on a higher or lower level. What Queen ultimately represents, as far as 
society is concerned, is a moral tale that being weak is a week’s work. O+—gy 


Miss Schiaffino (above right) ecstatic- 
ally rides postilienne as the self-hum- 
iliating Haydee pulls her along. Above 
left: a high-heeled stable assistant wheels 
out the human chariot. Left: the horseless 
carriage under way, making, if nothing 
else, a hansom pair 
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AIT OX AND TIS PERTORMANCH 


A FABLE OF OUR TIME BY RORY HARRITY 


In common with many creatures possessed of 
soaring imaginations and boundless day- 
dreaming capacities, the fox was markedly 
circumspect when it came to dealing with the 
hard realities of life: indeed, he avoided them 
completely for as long as it was. animally 
possible to do so. 

But time and again that improvident and 
procrastinating animal redoubled his troubles 
by ignoring them and found himself up more 
creeks, down more holes and in more hot water 
than any other creature in the Piney Woods. 
And nowhere—as might be imagined—were 
the creeks longer, the holes deeper or the water 
hotter, than at the fox’s bank. 

For some time he had received an average of 
three letters a week from the manager of that 
establishment, all pointing out the ever- 
growing disparity between the fox’s spending 
habits and his income, together with ominous 
admonishments that the situation would have 
to be rectified or the manager—much to his 
regret—would have to Take Steps. 

As the fox knew that any letter from his bank 
was bound to contain depressing information 
of one sort or another he never opened them 
as a matter of principle. Thus it came as quite a 
surprise when he presented a cheque at his 
bank one day and, instead of cash, got cat-calls. 

“Well, if it isn’t the fastest over-draw in the 
West!" chortled a stoat in the cashier's cage. 

“Why it's Mr Fox!” smirked another fiscal 
functionary. ‘The greatest credit risk since 
dirigibles | 

“Lay on, MacBounce,’’ parodied an insolent 
beaver. “Henceforth, thy creditors — shall 
pounce!” 

“VL pounce you up the left nostril, buster!” 
blustered the furious fox, and unannounced, 
he stomped into the bank manager's office and 
demanded to know what was going on. The 
manager (an aged and vindictive weasel) was 
only too willing to apprise the fox of his 
position, to wit: no cheques whatever would 
be honoured until such time as the fox had put 
his account in order. 

“I'L withdraw my patronage!’ threatened 
the outraged fox. 

“And that, sir,’ said the weasel calmly, ‘‘is 
the only thing you may withdraw.” 

The fox wracked his brain vainly for a snappy 
comeback. He left the bank in high dudgeon 
and clomped off through the woods, babbling 
wild curses against pettifogging officialdom 
and calling down the wrath of Pan on all 
creatures having anything to do with banks. 

It was in this agitated state that he chanced 
upon the rat, the badger and the toad who were 
finishing their picnic lunches beside the old 
hollow tree in the clearing. 

“Sit down, Foxy,” said the rat, ‘and have a 
ham sandwich.” 

“No thanks,” said the fox. 

“But is there nothing we can offer you?” 
persisted the badger. 

“As a matter of fact there is,” said the fox. 


“Money.” And with many a virulent allusion to 
the chicaneries and  double-dealing pro- 
pensities of the banking profession he pro- 
ceeded to spell out his disastrous financial 
position to his companions. 

So heartfelt, sincere and genuine did the 
commiserations of the animals appear, that the 
ingenuous fox was encouraged to ask them all 
to lend him huge sums of money on the spot. 
Predictably enough, however, refusal came 
couched in tales of monetary woe which 
equalled and frequently eclipsed his own, so 
that when he trotted angrily away his head was 
full of hard luck stories and his pockets were as 
empty as before. 

“So much for friends in need,” snarled the 
fox bitterly to himself, “but somehow, some- 
where, | have got to get hold of some bread | 


Now it chanced that a certain shady 
entrepreneur of the cinema was engaged upon 
some “location work’’ in the Piney Woods on 
this particular day and the fox’s frantic 
wanderings happened to bring him within 
earshot of the proceedings. 

“1 take you all the way out here,” grunted an 
angry voice beyond a thicket, ‘‘l set up all the 
equipment, | load the camera, | start shooting 
and what in the hell do you do ?” 

“Jeez, Mr Hog,’ answered an abashed male 
voice, “I’m sorry, but it happens to every male 
from time to time.” 

“Not when they’re on my payroll, it don’t,” 
regrunted the voice of Mr Hog. ‘Now put your 
clothes back on and get the hell out of here!” 

“Maybe ... maybe if | waited a few minutes,” 
pleaded the other male voice. 

“1 don’t deal in ‘maybes’, Roscoe,” snapped 
Mr Hog, “| deal in hard facts—hard ones—if 
you take my meaning. And from what I’ve 
seen, you couldn't cut the mustard with a 
surgeon's scalpel! You’re all washed up as far 
as dirty films are concerned !” 

“But sirl’’ repeated the miserable actor, ‘'l 
grew up in the business! It’s all | know!” 

“If you can’t stand the heat, get out of the 
kitchen,’” Mr Hog announced in gritty metaphor, 
and with that the prurient player was heard to 
stumble miserably away through the bushes. 

By this time, the curiosity of the eaves- 
dropping fox was insatiably aroused, and when 
he walked around the intervening thicket he 
came upon a most unusual scene. Seated on the 
ground, surrounded by cinematic paraphernalia, 
was the creature Hog, and reclining on a 
blanket some few yards distant was the most 
voluptuous vixen that the fox had ever cast 
his eyes upon. 

“! thought | told you to clear off, droopy,” 
said the hog when he saw the fox. 

“Don’t be stupid, Elmer,” said the vixen to 
the hog. “This here's a different fox.” 

“Why, so it is,” said the hog, eyeing the fox 
speculatively, ‘‘a different fox, | should say, 
altogether |” 


“What's that supposed to mean?” growled 
the fox uncertainly. - 

“Simply, my dear sir,” oiled the hog, “that 
you are a woodland fox, a fox in his natural 
state and habitat, blessedly removed from the 
enervations and unnatural pressures of city 
dwelling and therefore strong of limb, clear of 
eye, broad of shoulder, and—unless | miss my 
guess—the very quintessence and personifica- 
tion of virile masculinity |” 

“| don't know about all that,’ said the fox 
licking his lips, ‘but I‘d sure like to throw one 
into that vixen.” 

“And so you shall, my dear boy !’” exclaimed 
the hog, jumping up and fiddling excitedly 
with his camera. “And while you're ‘throwing’ 
I'll be shooting |" 

“Just a dang-blasted minute, you perverted 
porker,” snarled the fox. “If you think I’m going 
to uncage the old howitzer for the benefit of 
your camera you've got another think coming!” 

“Ah—there would be,” said the pig porten- 
tously, ‘certain funds involved for your good 
self.” 

“Me, launch the leviathan for monetary 
gain?” huffed the fox with furious indignation, 
“| ought to poke you in the bugle!” 

“The—ah—funds | had in mind,’ persisted 
the pig, “would not be paltry.” 

“No amount of money on earth—" began 
the fox. And then he thought of his bank. And 
the smug, condescending expression on the 
face of its weasel manager. And how he had 
been called the fastest overdraw in the West, 
the worst credit risk since dirigibles and—most 
cutting of all—’MacBounce”’. 

Accordingly the fox changed his tune, and 
asked the hog how much he had in mind. The 
hog quoted a figure, whereupon the fox 
promptly demanded three times as much, 
After spirited haggle a substantial sum was 
agreed upon and paid in full. 

No sooner had the deal been done than the 
fox approached the vixen and commenced to 
fulfil his part of the bargain with verve, gusto 
and commendable versatility while the hog, 
his camera grinding away, covered the action 
from a host of different angles. In fact, the hog 
got all the footage he required in under half an 
hour and apprised his “‘players’ of this fact. 
But so absorbed were they in the action at 
hand that they paid him no attention whatso- 
ever, and at length he was forced to leave 
them to it and quit the forest with only his 
equipment for company. 

The amorous thespians performed far into 
the night, and next day, having paid a fond 
goodbye to his leading lady, the fox made a 
substantial cash deposit at his bank, where, 
animal nature being what it is, he was 
immediately addressed with positively servile 
deference as “Mr Fox”, “Squire Fox’, and 

sir’. 
MORAL: Incomes are like rivers: their sizes 
tend to count for a good deal more than their 


source. Ot+—gy 
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MICKEY MOUSE WEAR? 


Here is the genuine, original Spiro Agnew watch you've seen on television and in leading 
magazines and newspapers. What started out as a joke (‘What kind of wrist watch 
does Mickey Mouse wear? A Spiro Agnew watch.'') has become a much sought-after 
collector's item. In addition to being a marvelous conversation opener, it is an excellent 

timepiece, manufactured by the finest craftsmen in Switzerland. This is the one Spiro watch 

that will in future be recognized and valued as the original...the only one that is guaranteed 
for a full two years. Order now for yourself or as a gift. $195 each plus shipping. 


THIS IS 
= THE ORIGINAL, 


= DIRTY TIME 
COMPANY 


TO: SPIRO WATCH/34 READ AVE./CRESTWOOD, N.Y. 10707 


PLEASE RUSH SPIRO AGNEW WATCHES @ $19.95 
PLUS $1.00 FOR SHIPPING AND HANDLING (TOTAL $20.95 
EACH). ENCLOSED IS MY CHECK OR MONEY ORDER. | UNDER- 
STAND DELIVERY WILL BE IN TWO TO FOUR WEEKS. 
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MRS. HOUGHTON BOUNTY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 59 


‘Now then, dahling,’ she murmured, finally 
recovering her customary poise. ‘Don’t go too 
mad. There’s all afternoon ahead of us’ 


with sympathetic interest. 

The curtain of ferns parted and there was Mrs. Houghton, 
slightly dishevelled and scratched. With her make-up washed 
away she looked much older. But | was in no mood to be 
critical. We embraced and she gently parried my first frenzied 
overtures. 

“Now.” she said gently, ‘Just where did you put them ?” 
| stuttered out the spot. She smiled and removed my shirt with 
practised ease, arranging it comfortably on the ground. “Now 
then dahling,” she murmured, finally recovering her custom- 
ary poise. ‘Don’t go too mad. There's all afternoon ahead 
of us yet.” 

An hour passed—or perhaps two—in that sundappled 
clearing, for me a time of intoxicating discovery, though what 
it represented to Mrs. Houghton | could not say. After her 
fulfilment of the bargain | obligingly went and collected her 
clothes, upon which she showed her thankfulness by con- 
ferring again gratuitously what had previously been given on 
terms. After that, exhausted by the heat and exertion, | fell into 
a deep and grateful slumber. 

When | awoke the sun was far lower in the sky and the 
shadows were lengthening across the pool. The air was 


sweet with heavy evening smells and the heavy fragrance of 
Mrs. Houghton’s Vu/ts de Paris clung lingeringly in the grass 
beside me. 

She had gone. 

| rose and called her name, hoping she was by the stream, 
but no answer came. | scanned the hillside and hallooed the 
valley before accepting that she had really gone. Funnily, it 
seemed no great matter; already | was beginning to think 
philosophically about what had happened. What | had 
experienced had been a phenomenon of time and place that 
could never be repeated between us, a wonderful fate-given 
entrée to the great mystery of life. 

The full colossal realization burst upon me: | was a man at 
last. | felt fulfilled, invigorated; | laughed and skipped and 
sang. My heart was bursting with emotion and gratitude for 
the bountiful, the generous, the self-giving Mrs. Houghton. | 
shouted her name to the streams and heard it in the gurgling 
waters. | whispered it to the trees and they sighed it back 
again. 

Then | scrambled down the bank into the same dark pool, 
and washed my white naked body at the same spot. | wanted 
to harbour and cherish every detail of this stupendous day. 

Then | climbed up the slope back to the little glade in the 
ferns. A cool evening breeze was mounting, chilling my damp 
skin. At the glade | stopped and stared incredulously at the 
empty green patch where it had all taken place. Slowly it 
dawned on me. 

No man has the last laugh on me and damned well gets 
away with it. 

The rotten bitch had turned the tables and taken my clothes. 
Really taken them too, for | never saw her or them again. 

My old man gave me the hiding of my life for losing those 
new trousers, but it was worth it. Next time Moley Richards 
riled me as the Virgin Barman, | was able to step up and spit 
in his eye, twice. 


Rauch 
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A man’s wig for a man’s world! 
The minute you get it... m= 
It’s ready to wear. ie 


Slips on in seconds—stays on all day. 
Nothing new to learn—if you can put on 
a hat you can put on this wig—easily, BYRON 
perfectly. 

Looks like real hair—feels like real 
hair—no one can tell. Already trained 
to stay in place (without hairdressings). 
Looks like your “‘hair was just 
combed” all day—every day. 100% 
modacrylic fiber that's easier to care 
for than your own hair. 

Your new good looks guaranteed or 
your money back in 10 days—no 
questions asked—you be the judge. 

Comes in 10 ‘‘natural’’ colors—Black, g 
Very Dark Brown, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Dark Blonde, E 


Medium Blonde, Slightly Gray with ~ 
Dark Brown, Mostly Gray with Dark Pt 
Brown, Temple Gray with Dark Brown. 
Specially priced at 
| 4 each 
You save $20 
ANTHONY 


6 Dept. 5806 Neptune, N.J. 07753 


Please send me _____ wigs at $19.95 each. {f | am not satisfied | 
may return the wig in 10 days and get back the money | paid for it. 
Byron color 


Gregory color 
Anthony color 
O | enclose full amount $ 


O] | enclose $2 Good Will deposit. | will pay postman balance 
plus post office and handling charges. 
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Address 
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ade by skilled craftsmen in Hong Kong/ Taiwan to give you these extraordinary values. Modacrylic fib - made in U.S.A. 
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NOW Your Town 
Can Have a 
‘Professional Riot!’ 


No More ‘Amateur’ Demonstrations 


Demonstrators, Ltd. Geb oe 


NAME YOUR CAUSE-WE WILL DEMONSTRATE 
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We Specialize in the Dramatic! 
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please send down payment in advance 


(College Degree-Types are extra cost for 
educational disturbances) 
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Our Banner Painters Can Misspell Anything ... Our Chants Are Written Specially For Any Occasion . 
Special Bus Rates to Washington D.C. ... Our Trained Cats Guaranteed to Decoy Police Dogs... 
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TO CONFUSE THE ISSUE SO NOBODY CAN ARRIVE AT SOLUTION! 
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@ FOR CURRENT ADDRESS. 


DON’T DELAY. PRICES WILL RISE WHEN WE ADD ‘SUICIDE BY FIRE’ TO OUR SERVICES! 
(Volunteers for this dramatic finale gladly accepted.) 


ORGANIZED CONFUSION IS BEST! 
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my father’s side “feasting” in 
silent sympathy as he would wind 
his way through soya steaks and sweet 
potato, nutburgers and other dishes 
favored by a lactovegetarian. Everyone's 
first thought of vegetarianism is of 
carrot strips and celery juice. Yet by 
means of natural cookery and a few 
well blended vegetables, you can create 
the flavor of a rib steak or meat balls, 
but without any meat. You may have 
mon pere’s recipe for meatless meat- 
balls, Italian style, by putting the 
following together: 
cup soya flour 
cup diced cashew and pistachio nuts 
cup whole wheat breadcrumbs 
cup milk 
cup diced mild cheddar 
cup chopped parsley 
cup water 
cup diced onions 

Season mixture to taste. 

Mix together, then shape into meat- 
balls. Place meatballs into oiled pan 
and bake for 15-20 minutes in oven at 
375°. Remove and pour tomato sauce 
over meatballs and restore to oven for 
another five minutes. Serve at once. 

Sesame seeds were a favorite pastime 
in my father's household, and | can 
still see the elders enjoying halvah, a 
candy made of sesame and honey with 
thick slices of black bread. You may 


\ s a very young man, | would sit by 
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—sex and nutrition 


Picture by Tom Bieber shows dishes of 
selected health foods: organically grown 
fruits; organically grown vegetables (broc- 
coli, carrots, bean sprouts, chinese cabbage. 
celery, onions and scallions, all sautéed 
with fresh ginger) ; sesame rice (organically 
grown short-grain rice with sesame seeds) ; 
tofu tempura, containing more protein than 
two steaks (soy-bean curd rolled in whole- 
wheat pastry flour) ; whole-wheat black rye 
raisin bread, rich in iron; deep-sea red 
snapper (deep-sea fish are less exposed to 
pollution); rosamint tea; whole-wheat 
noodles; salad of watercress, shredded | 

cabbage, spinach, shredded carrots. 


ETT 
FOOD & DRINK BY LIONEL BRAUN 


still find sesame in liquid form called 
Matahini, used in Turkey as a reju- 
venator, and also considered a virility 
food in Africa and the Middle East. 

Sesame seeds are richer in calcium 
than milk or cheese, and rich in 
unsaturated fatty acids. The content is 
high in B vitamins, niacin, lecithin and 
vitamin E. Medical authorities have 
shown that lecithin is a major consti- 
tuent of brain and nerve tissue and an 
essential component of semen. 

The value of sesame seeds, parti- 
cularly in the form of halvah, was 
supported by French research some 
years ago. The seeds are rich in 
magnesium and potassium, and honey 
is rich in aspartic acid. | never heard 
Mother complain about the “housewife 
syndrome” and, since | was brought up 
on the stuff, | have had no chronic 
fatigue or lethargy in lovemaking. 

Many nutritionists today talk of 
“dead” foods offered on supermarket 
shelves. Processing and preserving can 
destroy many nutrients. Minerals oxidize 
and vanish when nutrients are exposed 
to chemicals. According to recent 
figures, nearly all poultry and cattle are 
fed rations of dietylstilbestrol, a synthetic 
hormone. Additives may speed fattening 
time but stilbestrol is a female hormone 
and can have a demoralizing effect on 
the sexual fertility of men. It seems to 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 92 
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Brut for Men. 


If you have 
any doubts 
about yourself, 


try 
something else. 


After shave, after shower, after anything. 
Brut by Fabergé. 
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WHEN A STEW STRIPS 
DOES THE AIM WAVER? 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 36 


years and one of those apartment house 
peepholes so we can see what's going 
on in the back. There are several good 
reasons for locking the doors, not least 
to prevent drunks mistaking the cockpit 
for a rest room. Since hijacking became 
fashionable you don’t find the captain 
strolling up and down the aisle being 
matey with the passengers any more. 
The only communication between crew 
and customer is now over the loud- 
speaker system when we point out 
places of interest along the way. 
(“Canada on your left, Mexico to the 
right.’’) | rather like it that way. The 
flight crew needs an element of peace 
and quiet to work properly. Besides, we 
don’t want errant passengers popping 
in at odd moments and finding out just 
how peaceful it all is. During flight the 
average cockpit is bathed in an atmos- 
phere of relaxation and light banter, with 
everyone killing time and waiting for the 
next interesting thing to happen. All the 
flying is done by the autopilot. We 
seldom handle the plane ourselves 
above 5,000 feet, whether going up or 
coming down. If we want to change our 
heading we merely twiddle a knob and 
the plane obediently turns to the course 
we select. As a general rule the only 
person allowed in a cockpit apart from 
the flight crew is an F.A.A. inspector. 
Such men are the Highway Patrol of the 
air and spend their time checking to see 
if we're doing our job according to the 
rules. They are pilots themselves, so they 
know the value of serenity in the air. 
They also know an incredible number of 
dirty stories. 

Because we keep the door locked, a 
stewardess has to call us on the inter- 
phone before she nips in with our food 
or the latest scandal from the galley. We 
check through the peephole and then 
open the door with the stealth normally 
used to introduce a female guest into a 
hotel bedroom late at night. After she 
has gone through her ‘Coffee, tea or 
me 2’ routine we slide her out again with 
similar caution. It's not that we don’t like 
our fellow man; we just don’t relish 
visitors in this age of air piracy. 

Let me now reveal the fundamentals 
of my plan against hijacking and, for the 
sake of reality, assume that we are flying 
the noon flight out of Dallas bound for 
Atlanta. (It could just as easily be the 
10 a.m. non-stopper from Beirut to 


Casablanca. Time and place make little 
difference.) Unbeknown to us there's a 
man sitting in 17C who has decided that 
all his troubles will be solved if he can 
only get to Havana. Soon after the 
Captain announces over the PA system 
that the plane is crossing the Mississippi, 
our hijacker makes his move. He trots up 
the aisle toward the cockpit. He should 
have a clear run; the only thing likely to 
impede him will be a trolley cart loaded 
with free booze which the crew sells for 
a buck a shot. He reaches the door 
marked “No Admittance. Flight Crew 
Only.” He tries the handle but the door is 
firm. There are now two courses of 
action open to him. He can blow the 
lock off the door with the gun in his 
pocket or he can put pressure on the 
pilots by threatening the nearest 
stewardess. For aesthetic reasons he 
chooses the latter, and nips into the 
forward galley. There he finds a pretty 
girl busily fanning the Sterno under a 
coffee pot. She has a small plaque 
pinned to her bosom which tells him her 
name is Josephine. 

The hijacker whips out his pistol. 

“Long live Castro!” 

“Whatever you say, sir,” Josephine 
will answer. She’s trained to be polite 
in all circumstances. 

“This is a hijack,” our man continues. 
“Call up the captain and tell him to 
alter course for Havana or I'll blow your 
brains out.” 

“You're not pointing at my brains.” 

“No stalling,” he snarls, adjusting his 
aim. ‘Get on that phone.” . 

Nervously, she speaks to the cockpit. 

“Captain, there’s a creep here in the 
galley with me holding a gun. He wants 
you to take him to Havana. If you refuse 
he says he'll kill me.” 

The captain, a fast thinker, replies, 


“Tell him we don’t have a map of that 
area.” 
“The captain's got) no map,” 


Josephine says soothingly. ‘He sug- 
gests you try again some other time. 
Go and sit down and we'll show you a 
movie or let you play with our compli- 
mentary crayons.” 

The hijacker gives her a forceful jab 
with the gun in the neighborhood of 
her nametag. 

“Ouch! Captain, this guy is getting 
rough. Remember our last night-stop 
together. Help me.” 

The captain speaks to her again; his 
voice is calm and masterful. (All pilots 
have calm, masterful voices, of course.) 

“Is the gun loaded ?” 

“| can’t see that far down the spout.” 

“Then we'll have to assume it is. 
Commence your Hijack drill immedi- 
ately. Do not panic.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Oh, and Josephine...” 

“Yes ?” 

“Sock it to him.” 

“Roger, Roger.” 


An announcement over the PA system 
will then follow. 

“This is your Captain speaking. I’m 
sorry, folks, but we'll be a little late into 
Atlanta today. One of our passengers has 
urgent business in Cuba and we're 
going there to drop him off. | hope you 
have a pleasant flight. Please let us 
know if there is anything we can do to 
make it more enjoyable. Meanwhile | 
am declaring an Emergency.” 

The passengers, as instructed by the 
airline’s informative pamphlet, are now 
supposed to take out their false teeth, 
remove their shoes, and bend forward 
over their knees in the attitude of 
prayer recommended during any crisis 
in the air. The rest of the stewardesses 
will attempt to calm those who want to 
throw hysterics and then go to their 
carefully rehearsed action stations. 

The hijacker sees that things are 
beginning to go his way. He'll tend to 
relax. Before long he is sure he will be 
among new friends and able to grow a 
beard without exciting derisive com- 
ment. Meanwhile Josephine, a 
suggestive smile playing at the corners 
of her mouth, goes into Phase | of the 
Hijack Drill. Slowly she begins to undo 
the buttons of her blouse. 

The airlines have gone to an immense 
amount of trouble and expense dressing 
their girls in chic uniforms calculated 
to enhance their natural beauty. Some 
companies even doll the stewardesses 
up in lounging pyjamas, culottes, 
Grecian tunics and what have you. In 
their advertising campaigns the airlines 
try to imply that they operate a sort of 
airborne seraglio. (They fail to mention 
that if any customer tries to sample the 
goods he’s likely to walk off the plane 
with a sizeable mouse hung on him.) 
Now that the chips are down the time 
has come for these girls to show what 
they are made of. 

If you have spent much time watching 
a striptease act you may have found a 
moment or two to glance at the other 
people in the audience, especially the 
men. They goggle. And | see no reason 
why a mature hijacker should not follow 
the same pattern. Place him within a few 
feet of a young stew taking her shirt off 
and you're going to command his 
attention to the exclusion of almost 
anything else. His mouth will un- 
consciously flop open, his gun hand 
will sag and his eyes glaze over like a 
Christmas ham. And if he’s the red- 
blooded fellow | believe him to be he’s 
going to evince noticeable impatience 
for more of the same. Assuming 
Josephine does her partwith enthusiasm, 
his interest in Cuba is going to take a 
back seat for a while. 

By the time she’s gotten around to 
draping her bra on the foresight of his 
gun he'll have trouble keeping his eye- 
balls in place. Exact timing will come 
with experience, but it is about now that 


he gets the coup de grace, and this can 
best be done by bringing a quart bottle 
of Scotch smartly down on top of his 
head. In his state once should be 
enough if sufficient force is used, and 
it would be wise, therefore, to include 
at least one beefy female in any crew 
complement; a divorcee with a good 
few domestic battles behind her would 
be ideal. 

It's possible, of course, that through 
tricky footwork or outright violence the 
hijacker may manage to get into the 
cockpit. Should this happen one of the 
stewardesses must sidle in after him 
without delay. Even if he’s got his gun 
jammed against the captain’s ear the 
Hijack Drill must be followed to the 
letter. Actually the effect of it is liable 
to be speedier because the two prin- 
cipals will be that much closer to one 
another—a cockpit doesn’t have much 
floor space and what little there is is 
taken up by all sorts of extraneous items 
such as briefcases, thermos flasks, first 
aid kits and the like, while the walls and 
ceiling are festooned with dials, knobs, 
levers, light sockets, fuses, handles, 
tubes, pipes, cables, wires and oxygen 
bottles. So it's a tight squeeze at all 
times; and with two extra bodies 
milling around, one of them busy 
undressing, the cockpit could get as 
crowded as the only serviceable lifeboat 
off a sinking passenger liner. In such 
close quarters the hijacker is likely to 
get so excited that he'll start helping 
with a balky hook or a jammed zipper. 

Of course someone must remain alert 
and in fit condition to fly the plane if 
needed, and neither pilot can do that if 
he’s as goggle-eyed as the hijacker. So 
if the Stewardess Hijacker Interdiction 
Drill (SHID for short) is adopted | 
suggest the airlines institute a training 
program to familiarize the crew members 
with their duties, and to make sure that 
seeing a naked stewardess in mid-air 
does not come as too much of a shock 
to them. Such training would require no 
expensive equipment or consumption of 
valuable time—just short lectures and 
demonstrations covering the bare facts 
—and it could take place almost any- 
where, towards the end of a good party, 
perhaps, or in the ‘locker room after a 
flight. The FAA is constantly exhorting 
us to “Know Your Aircraft’. To my 
mind it’s no less important to know our 
stews. 

Will my scheme work ? The answer is 
an emphatic Yes. Much actual research 
has already been done. | have had the 
full cooperation of a loyal band of 
stewardesses who believe that Service 
is not an outmoded word in the field of 
aviation. Together we have performed 
extensive trials and we have even made 
a dry run using an anonymous FAA 
inspector as a guinea-pig. We could 
have eliminated Aim as a hijacker after 
the fourth button from the top. O+—y 
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HERE ARE FOUR GREAT PLACES 
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MARY MARY 
QUITE CONTRARY 


IN DUBLIN’S FAIR CITY, WHERE GIRLS ARE SO 
PRETTY, EVEN VICE IS “IRISH”, AND 
PROSTITUTION HAS TOUCHES OF PURITANISM 


BY HERBIE BRENNAN 


prostitute, but journalist Janet Martin 

—a staffer on the /rish Independent 
woman's page—managed it. What she 
did was to put a classic question to 
one of Dublin’s dollies: ‘Do you ever 
kiss your clients?” The tart’s mouth 
dropped open. “In the name of God,” 
she said, “what do you take me for ?”’ 

Irish prostitution is like everything 
else in the country—a bit strange until 
you get used to it. 

Cork, for instance, has a problem, 
openly admitted and discussed pretty 
frequently in the Irish papers: while 
priests and mothers hang their heads, 
young ones sell it up and down the 
docks. Dublin, on the other hand, has 
prostitution, but no problem. The Garda 
Siochana (Irish police) won't talk about 
it. The newspapers seldom mention it. In 
fact, the only ones who get hotted up 
enough to write about it are, incredibly, 
one or two of the local women’s 
magazines. 

Apart from Dublin and Cork (and 
Belfast, of course, which has its own 
special problems at the moment) the 
only other Irish town where prostitution 
exists on any scale is Limerick. Else- 
where, the village whore—who may not 
even be commercially promiscuous— 
has little competition. 

Ireland is a country where divorce, 
contraception and prostitution are all 
against the law. Church doctrines, ac- 
cepted implicitly by an overwhelming 
majority of the population, teach that 
sex before marriage is a mortal sin and 
even thinking about it can be a one-way 
ticket to hell. 

Nor does the question of sin arise only 
when a couple complete intercourse. 
Medieval gradations of sensual avoid- 
ance are taken by the Irish in their stride: 
a convenient rule of thumb is embodied 
in a famous teaching of the priesthood : 
“It is wrong if you take pleasure in it.” 

Yet despite heroic efforts by the 
Censorship Board, Irish culture is also 
influenced to some degree by prevailing 
trends in global permissiveness, and the 
clash between traditional and modern 
values produces some curious anomalies. 

Recently, for instance, Dublin’s first 
major wife-swapping circle (formed 
among the sophisticated professional 
and business upper crust) ceased to 
function. Too many of the ladies had 
reached an advanced stage of pregnancy 
for, while willing to be swapped, they 
were not willing to defy the Pope by 
taking contraceptive measures. 

Side by side with this sort of develop- 
ment lies the abysmal ignorance of the 
young—especially in the poorly-educat- 
ed working classes. Irish equivalents of 
Dear Abby or Britain’s Evelyn Home are 
regularly asked what French letters are 
and if kissing can cause pregnancy. 

All this has its effect on prostitution. 


[: must be a difficult job to shock a 
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Many of Dublin’s dollies are deeply 
religious, attending Mass each day, 
praying frequently and going to Con- 
fession. Some of them reach the heights 
of paradox by developing a puritanical 
streak. One 22-year-old, on the game 
since she was 16, told a magazine 
reporter she would not go to bed with 
her boyfriend. Business was business, 
but (as the Church had taught her) 
getting pleasure out of it was asin. 

It is difficult enough for a stranger to 
find a dolly in Dublin. Brothels, apart 
from being illegal, simply do not exist. 
A persistent rumour has it that there is 
one—catering exclusively for randy 
members of the Irish Government—but 
the rumour is part of a local tradition of 
jeering at politicians and has no 
foundation in fact. Call-girls are un- 
heard of, possibly due to the un- 
believable inefficiency of the Irish 
telephone system, and even the street- 
walkers limit themselves to a few areas 
of the city. 

These areas (roughly in order of in- 
festation) are: 

The Quays, where prices are often 
reasonable, even if many of the girls are 
past their prime. 

Fitzwilliam Square, an up-the-market 
professional district by day, which 
changes into a totally different type of 
professional district by night. 

Merrion Square, another excellent 
day-time business address. 

Mount Street, scene of a major 
British massacre during the 1916 Rebel- 
lion and preferred by a few girls who 
enjoy the Georgian peace and quiet that 
has reigned there ever since. 

There is a little casual streetwalking on 
the North Side of the city, but areas are 
not clearly defined and the general 
standard of talent low. 

Even the most desperate Dublin male 
will leave his search for action until after 
10 p.m. because the girls do not come 
out to play before then; and if frustrat- 
ions are not relieved by 1 a.m., they never 
will be. Everything in Ireland shuts at 
midnight. By 1 a.m., the girls have gone 
home to chaste beds: the business 
simply is not there to keep them going. 

But provided your timing is right, 
picking up one of Dublin’s dollies is 
simplicity itself, especially if you have a 
car. It’s just a matter of driving round 
Fitzwilliam Square and stopping when 
a fancied girl is sighted. She will come 
over at once, open the passenger door 
and ask, “Doing business?” If the 
answer is yes, she will get in (but 
without completely closing the door) 
and prepare to haggle over price. 

Visitors tend to pay what is asked, but 
the Irish themselves, caught in the 
worst inflation spiral in Western Europe, 
haggle over everything, and the girls 
expect it. In a naive game-that everybody 
plays, they price themselves high at the 


outset, thus leaving room to manoeuvre. 

At the end of an enjoyable 10 minutes’ 
bargaining, the girl gets the sum she 
secretly wanted in the first place, while 
her client luxuriates in the feeling that 
he has managed to work a few pounds’ 
discount. In short, everybody is happy. 

How long the happiness lasts depends 
on what the client wants the prostitute 
to do. The complicating factor here is, at 
root, the contraceptive position. This has 
such a far-reaching effect on the 
activities of lrish prostitutes that it bears 
examination in some detail. 

The most easily available form of 
contraception in Ireland is the Pill. It can 
actually be imported legally where a 
doctor can be found to prescribe it; the 
law looks upon it as a medicine (to 
regulate irregular periods) and its con- 
traceptive “side-effects” are con- 
veniently ignored. But side by side with 
its availability, there is an extreme reluc- 
tance among Irish women about taking 
the Pill. Many, perhaps even the 
majority, avoid its use on moral grounds. 
(Ireland must be one of the few countries 
in the world where the Pope’s famous 
encyclical was taken seriously.) Others 
are simply afraid to use it. 

The advocacy of contraception and 
the publication of contraceptive infor- 
mation is illegal in lreland. (A.number of 
periodicals are banned from the country 
simply because they carry advertising 
for the Durex brand, Britain’s best- 
selling sheath.) Increasingly in the past 
three years there has been a tacit 
agreement between authorities and 
press to ignore these laws but, even so, 
the amount of intelligent information 
readily available in Ireland on the Pill is 
minimal. Consequently the wildest 
rumours circulate and even the more 
sophisticated woman tends to play safe 
and stay away. f 

Other forms of female contraception— 
such as the loop, or Dutch cap—are 
extremely difficult to find, as are 
doctors willing to fit them. Once again, 
the situation is slowly easing, thanks 
largely to the blind eye turned by the 
authorities, but it is still far from easy. 

A complicating factor here has turned 
out to be the Northern troubles. 
Traditionally a woman wanting a Dutch 
cap caught the Enterprise express to 
Belfast (where British laws apply) and 
had one fitted in a clinic. Once in place, 
smuggling the appliance through 
Customs presented little difficulty. But 
since the riots started, the prospect of a 
Belfast trip has less and less appeal to 
the average Southerner and far fewer 
women are making it. ; 

This situation makes the sheath 
lreland’s favourite contraceptive. While 
the packets are small enough to smuggle 
commercially without too much trouble, 
sheaths need no personal fitting and 
consequently no special trips. There 


has been a thriving black market in 
Durex for years, and this is what the 
lrish prostitute is most likely to carry in 
her handbag. Apart from the con- 
sideratiofis already mentioned, she is 
probably more aware than most of the 
appalling incidence of venereal disease 
in the country, so the sheath serves not 
only as a contraceptive but as a form 
of health insurance. 

‘The problem, however, comes with 
trying to persuade clients to use the 
sheath. Says one Fitzwilliam Square 
dolly: “You get into the car and say 
‘Will you use a contraceptive?’ ‘No,’ 
they say, ‘Sure | might as well wash me 
feet with me socks on.’ | say, ‘I’m sorry, 
1 won’t go without a contraceptive.’ 
‘Ah, don’t be silly,’ they say, ‘I’m a 
hundred per cent safe.’ | say, ‘So will | be 
boy!’ You might get them round to 
using the contraceptive, then they end 
up by saying they should take it off...” 

This problem is, apparently, more 
acute with single clients than married 
ones. The single Irishman in search of 
sex is typically cheeky, cheerful and 
brash. In any other country he would be 
finding his satisfactions with a girl- 
friend: in the land of professional virgins, 
he is forced to find his outlets elsewhere. 
But the married Irishman who resorts to 
prostitutes is usually just hungry. In- 
doctrinated from childhood with a 
puritan ethic, lrish wives seldom perform 
well in bed—to judge from a consensus 
among the knowing. (It is probably only 
fair to say that Irish husbands, castrated, 
as one observer put it, by their cate- 
chisms, are not exactly expert either: 
but for them the raw, basic urge is 
always there, even if the expertise is not.) 

Dublin dollies agree that the vast 
majority of their clients are married. A 
recent survey unearthed one eccentric 
whore who refuses to do business with 
married men. (‘Go on back home to 
your wife, little man,’ | tell them.”) But 


“she is an exception to the rule. 


lrish clients are also, say the girls, 
physically dirty. “Should use more Sun- 
light soap” and “Must be afraid of water’ 
are typical comments here. As against 
this, few of them are kinky. The occas- 
ional sado-masochist may come a 
Dublin dolly’s way, but most clients are 
so frustrated to begin with that they 
tackle sex like gluttons rather than like 
gourmets. 

With the twin problems of contracep- 
tion and V.D., the average Dublin 
prostitute tries to avoid intercourse when 
she can. Since she is operating in a 
seller's market, she often succeeds. One 
English girl, working off Victoria Quay, 
limits herself strictly to intercourse only 
once a night, although on average she 
will engage in masturbation sessions 
with three or four other clients. Despite 
her self-imposed limitations, she man- 
ages to earn upwards of £100 over a 
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With twin problems of 
contraception and VD the 
Dublin prostitute tries to 
avoid intercourse 
whenever she can. 

As it’s a seller’s market, 
she often succeeds 
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five-night week. 

If nothing else, statistics like this show 
the sheer desperation of the Irishman 
who finds himself chasing dollies. A girl 
with only average looks can usually get 
a fiver for masturbation. Intercourse 
with her would cost about £7. 

When a girl is really attractive, the 
price can go much higher. One Con- 
tinental beauty, also working off the 
Quays, takes on only one client a night, 
insists on being wined and dined before- 
hand, and then only goes as far as 
intercourse on rare occasions. Despite 
an approach that would surely lead to 
bankruptcy in Rio, this 30-year-old 
manages to pull in £60 — £70 working 
only four nights a week (say $160). 

In this last-mentioned case, it must be 
admitted, the girl’s financial success is 
due as much to specialization in fellatio 
as good looks. Fellatio is so far beyond 
the limited sexual repertoire of the 
average Irish woman that the average 
Irishman will gladly contribute a week's 
wages to have such exotica performed 
on him. 

Such men are a godsend to the dollies, 
but often suffer from the drawback of 
shyness. Although virtually every Dublin 
whore is prepared to perform fellatio for 
the appropriate fee (usually what she 
feels the traffic will bear) the Continental 
specialist picks up more trade than most 
because of her policy of offering the 
specific service at the outset. “When | 
do, a lot of them look as if they had just 
met Saint Nicholas,”” she comments. 

Attitudes of Dublin dollies towards 
their clients vary a great deal. Like 
prostitutes everywhere, very few of them 
become aroused during a business 
transaction, but there are exceptions. A 
26-year-old working Usher's Quay is on 
the game as much for fun as money. She 
has her clients take her to the Phoenix 
Park, has intercourse (and enjoys it) in 
the back of the car, then charges only 
£1.50 or £2, although she could un- 
doubtedly get more. 

But this is a minority attitude: most 
dollies would agree with the girl in 
Fitzwilliam Place (off the Square) who 
described her clients as a selfish lot, with 
even the best of them “a bit stupid.” 

Fortunately, Irish sexual tensions 
being what they are, the girls seldom 
have to put up with clients for very long. 
According to one Merrion Square dolly, 
the average time taken, inc/uding the 
time to get back to her beat, is about 10 
minutes. This is certainly a case of the 
old wham-bam,  thankee ma‘am 
approach. Few of the girls expect to 
spend more than 20 minutes with a 
client and, in the freemasonry of the 
trade, they warn each other about the 
occasional stud who manages to last 
longer. 

From time to time a lesbian will come 
to the Squares (but seldom the Quays) 
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in the hope of doing business, but few 
of the regular Dublin dollies are interes- 
ted. It is one thing confessing to straight 
prostitution at the weekend (‘Sure you 
have to make money some _ way, 
Father !’). It is quite another having to 
tell the priest about unnatural vice. 

Typically, the Dublin dolly is Irish by 
birth and comes from a working class 
environment. A surprising number of 
girls are illegitimate. Irish attitudes 
towards illegitimacy are Victorian and 
tend to produceself-fulfilling prophecies. 
Society expects the illegitimate girl to 
be promiscuous, so she becomes prom- 
iscuous ina curious form of self-defence. 
The spectre of the orphanage (a few of 
which are still Dickensian) looms in the 
backgrounds of a number of the dollies 
and there is a broad common denomi- 
nator of early poverty—all excellent 
material for the sociologists. 

Exceptions to these broad rules—and 
there are obviously many exceptions— 
tend to be imports: English, Continental 
and the occasional American girl helping 
to supply a gigantic demand. 

Most of the Irish girls have little 
education, more often because of early 
poverty than any lack of aptitude or 
intelligence. Typically, they went from 
school into menial work or early mar- 
riage; and from that into the game 
itself. In an unofficial survey made about 
two years ago, the motive given in every 
case for going into prostitution was 
simple economics. 

Ireland is a poor country with many 
backward-looking attitudes. Even in 
industrialized Dublin, opportunities for 
women—particularly uneducated 
women—are not exactly thick on the 
ground. Some girls emigrate to London 
or Liverpool, as the Irish have done for 
generations, drift into prostitution there 
and eventually return home to ply the 
only trade they know. Others, hearing 
the sums that can be earned on the 
Squares or the Quays (“Me friend saved 
a hundred poun’ in two months!”), 
simply make for the golden fountain as 
fast as their shapely legs will carry them. 

There is not, in Dublin, anything like 
the rivalry for a good “beat” that existed 
in the days of pre-Wolfenden London— 
or still exists even now in parts of 
Belfast. A major part of the reason is that 
demand for the dollies’ services far 
exceeds the supply : a girl past her prime 
can still make a good living in Dublin 
where other cities would slowly starve 
her to death. 2 

A 24-year-old country girl who 
worked as a prostitute both in London 
and Dublin compared the two cities 
thus: “Irishmen pay less and look for 
less. But the demand for girls here 

(Dublin) is far greater than the number 
of girls can cope with. In London it’s 
just the opposite.” 
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This situation has probably gone a 
long way towards preventing the de- 
velopment of the ponce as an Irish 
institution. Psychologists may maintain 
a prostitute needs the security of a 
genuine emotional relationship with at 
least one man, but the more practical 
aspect of a ponce’s career is touting for 
business. In Ireland, there is not a decent 
dolly under 50 who hasn't all the busi- 
ness she can handle. 

In Cork, prostitution is a problem 
largely because so many young girls are 
involved, thus stirring the national con- 
science. In Dublin, the Guards will run a 
few girls in now and then for the sake of 
appearances—as London bobbies used 
to do in the old streetwalking days. The 
courts impose routine fines and the 
girls get back to their beats next night. 

An occasional priest, fired with cru- 
sading zeal, will attempt to save a few 
souls among the dollies. He is usually 
listened to politely enough, especially 
by the Irish girls. In the way of the Irish 
when faced with anything unpleasant, 
these girls will promise on their oath to 
reform, then carry on cheerfully as 
before. 

Even more rarely, a sociologist will 
approach the girls in search of insight 
and information. It was a sociologist 
who coined the delightful phrase, 
“Please don’t be annoyed—I only want 
to talk to you.” 

Oddly enough, the vast majority of 
Dublin dollies are perfectly willing to 
talk. Even on Saturdays and Sundays, 
the best business nights of the week, 
the big problem is to get them stopped. 
They will discuss their background, 
their experiences and their motives 
freely. A few of their experiences are 
distinctly bizarre. As mentioned, the 
genuine kink is rare in Ireland, but the 
glorious eccentric—a very different 
animal—is less so. 

Two of these, now regrettably depart- 
ed from the scene, have become a part of 
the dollies’ folklore. Their real names are 
forgotten. They live on through their 
sobriquets, the Walking Oddity and the 
Feather Plucker. 

At his prime, the Oddity was 45, 
small, bald and very quietly spoken. As 
a senior Civil Servant, he had money, if 
not to burn, as least to spend. Part of it 
he spent among the Dublin dollies, 
but not for the conventional services. 
Dressed in his khaki raincoat and soft 
felt hat, the Walking Oddity would pick 
his girl and take her to the banks of 
Dublin’s Grand Canal. There, on his 
instruction, she tightened her belt and 
walked from Portobello Bridge to 
Charlemont Bridge with a slow sway of 
her hips. The Oddity walked behind and 
at the end of the journey would pay the 
girl a pound and wish her goodnight. 

The habits of the Feather Plucker 


were, if anything, even more curious. 
He was a wealthy industrialist and 
looked it. He was plump and tall with 
silver-grey hair. Several of the older 
girls who knew him describe “him as 
“distinguished.” He owned an expen- 
sive car and a yacht, which he kept at 
moorings in the Grand Canal Basin. It 
was here that he indulged his eccentri- 
cities with the dolly of his choice. 

By all accounts, the Plucker was an 
exceptionally relaxed man with an ex- 
pansive character. He would collect the 
girl of his choice in his car and drive 
down to the yacht where he would mix 
her cocktails and play orchestral music 
on the record-player. After this sociable 
beginning, the girl would undress and 
slip on a see-through plastic raincoat. 
Her client would also strip, but subse- 
quently covered his own nakedness with 
a butcher's apron. Then he would give 
the girl a freshly-killed chicken to pluck. 
Throughout the performance, she was 
required to stand with her back to him, 
slowly denuding the chicken which she 
clasped between her knees. Occasion- 
ally, the Plucker would murmur words 
of encouragement. When she had fin- 
ished her task, they simply dressed again. 
The Plucker would give her a fiver ($12) 
and let her keep the chicken. 

Stories of this sort are told with great 
gusto by the dollies, who are often 
forced to listen to less entertaining 
stories from their clients. The Irish are 
frequently seized with a need to excuse 
their behaviour and consequently launch 
into involved explanations about marital 
difficulties. But the talk only starts after 
sexual tension has been relieved—at a 
time, in other words, when a working 
girl is thinking about her next client. 

More than one sociologist has seen 
fit to comment on a habit which is so 
prevalent among the dollies of Dublin 
that even more than early poverty it has 
become a common denominator be- 
tween them. This is the habit of taking 
a few drinks before going out to do 
business. It has to be remembered that 
Ireland is still a hard-drinking country— 
one of the hardest, it seems, in Western 
Europe. Psychologists draw continual 
parallels between Irish drinking habits 
and the tensions brought about by Irish 
sexual inhibitions. The Irish male is 
thought to drink to dull the pain of an 
unsatisfactory sex life, or dull the guilt 
brought on by a pleasurable one. 

Is it too far-fetched to extend this to 
suggest that Dublin’s dollies need a 
few to dampen down guilt feelings about 
their own profession—even though the 
demand demonstrates it to be a plainly 
necessary one? After all, the girls are 
the same girls who were taught from 
childhood that sex was wrong and 
pleasure sinful, and old conditioning 
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The only way to lie: New York businessman gets rubbed up the right way at /uxurious health club. 


HANDS OFF, PLEASE! 

Mention the word massage and some 
men start groaning and twitching in 
great hedonistic spasms, apparently 
brought on by the sudden memory of 
one or another moment of rare physical 
joy. But thrills on massage tables 
totally elude me. Personally, | find the 
idea of a burly masseur pounding my 
naked frame into some _ kind of 
therapeutic frenzy repugnant. | prefer 
my erotic pleasures on the more con- 
ventional side. 

Nonetheless, since time began men 
have been getting turned on by rub- 
downs and massages. The pride of 
imperial Rome was a fabulous pleasure 
temple where men repaired daily to 
partake of the steam and the rub, the 
public baths. There were also fun and 
games in any number of adjoining 
private “party” rooms. The building was 
so big that it served as inspiration for 
the grand concourse of New York's 
Grand Central Station, an exact copy 
save for the animated billboards that 
now cloud the design. 

Today, men just about everywhere 
are doing as the Romans did. In Puerto 
Rico recently, | splashed in the largest 
Whirlpool bath in the world at the 
luxury El Conquistador resort hotel in 
Las Croabas. Half mesmerized by the 
swirling jets of water, | viewed the scene 
around me. Men on tables, sprawled 
and lumped into various states of naked 
recline, burping and moaning, were 
being massaged by white-uniformed 
attendants. It looked and sounded for 
all the world like an autopsy session at 
the morgue. 
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Similar scenes take place each evening 
at the Spa Health Club in fashionable 
suburban Scarsdale, New York, where 
skilled fingers unravel knots of execu- 
tive tension for homeward bound 
commuters. But the massage has yet to 
replace the martini as the chief re- 
juvenator of Wall Streeters and ad men. 
The Scarsdale spa, part of Health 
Industries’ national chain of 80, has a 
colossal bar with a live, nine-foot-long, 
400-pound Siberian tiger above it in a 
giant, gleaming, air-conditioned cage. 
The tiger, which eats 10 pounds of 
meat a day, is named Hercules Brute II. 
Its function, other than providing a 
splendid conversation piece on dull 
afternoons, is to serve as official symbol 
of all that the health club means. 

Liquor, and it’s free, also flows at 
Relaxation-Plus, still another newly 
opened health oasis where tense, up- 
tight New York businessmen can un- 
bend in a social, clubby atmosphere. A 
full hour's tuneup for sagging body 
and spirit costs $20, plus an un- 
mentioned but anticipated $5 tip. This 
buys drinks and chatter at a black, 
leather-upholstered bar, followed by a 
sauna bath, showers, facial and massage. 
Shorter and cheaper appointments are 
available. The massages are applied by 
specially trained girls who are young 
and pretty enough to make you all but 
fall off the table trying to maintain your 
composure, as you lie there in nothing 
but a skimpy towel. 

Owners Sam Mizrahi and Phil Dushey 
—spa-ing partners, you might say— 
originally conceived Relaxation-Plus as 
something of a Japanese geisha house 


“without all that stringed koto music”. 
But in that respect, it’s far more minus 
that plus. Located over a flower shop 
in a building that was once the Man- 
hattan townhouse of actor Gregory Peck, 
the spa has only one Oriental flower on 
the premises, Julie Yon, a masseuse, and 
she’s half Spanish. But the spa is well 
worth the visit. It's open every day, 
including weekends, from 11 in the 
morning until 2 a.m. Go say hello to 
Julie. 


BERT’S BOOK 

Bert Bacharach, the syndicated news- 
paper columnist and father of composer 
Burt Bacharach, has spent years telling 
his army of readers how to take rust off 
bathtub enamel, and now tells them 
How to do Almost Everything in a book 
by that title (Simon and Schuster, 
$6.95). It contains literally thousands of 
tips and tidbits on every subject from 
dog care to seasickness. A section on 


_ grooming, for instance, says that before 


getting a haircut, you should give 
yourself a shampoo. It makes it easier 
for the barber to give you a neat and 
smooth trim .. . A good way to clean 
the dirtiest fingernails is to dip your 
nailbrush in dry baking soda and scrub 
... The best time to shave, unless -you 
have to go right out, is an hour or so 
after getting up. Face puffiness after 
sleep retards a good shave. 

There’s more, of course. Long an 
authority on men’s fashions, Bert Sr., as 
he’s called by those who know him, 
also expounds on wardrobe care and 
selection, providing hints on using 
cornmeal to clean fur collars, brushing 
diamond cufflinks with toothpaste, 
wearing bright ties to divert attention 
from 5 o'clock shadows and_ using 
lemon juice to get rid of spaghetti sauce 
stains. How to do Almost Everything 
is a handy, easy-to-read reference that 
belongs on almost everybody's book- 
shelf. 


HAIR-RAISERS 

While the Swedish Army was announc- 
ing somewhat sheepishly that it is now 
issuing hairnets to soldiers with hair 
longer than collar-length, fashionable 
women everywhere were going wild 
over the latest lady’s hairstyling tech- 


. nique. It’s called the Guillotine Cut. 


TRAVEL COMPANIONS 

It's summer travel time again and new 
from RCA is a compact, battery- 
Fewer Mini Shaver made expressly 
for the guy on the go. Ideal for plane, 
train, boat, auto and camping trips, it 
provides a quick, easy, clean-up shave 
almost anywhere and costs only $6.95. 
ane new from Tanya comes Hawaiian 
anning Butter in a seven-ounce 
aerosol can for $2. Admittedly, it 
provides no sunscreen at all, but just 
think how tan you'll get.O+—g 


_ INOW YOU Cdl OW! 


... the standard guide to love in the Sanscrit literature of ancient India, 
Originally marked “for private circulation only,” 


ne NE al ant 
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The Three worldly attainments of Virtue, Wealth and Love. 

The study of the Sixty-Four Arts. 

The classes of women fit and unfit for intercourse. 

Kinds of union according to Dimensions, Force of Desire and Time; 
and on the different kinds of love. 

Of the Embrace; Kissing; marking with the nails; biting; striking. 
Ways of love to be employed with women of other countries. 

On the various ways of lying down; different kinds of intercourse. 
About females acting the part of males. 

How to begin and end the Act; Love Quarrels. 

Observations on Courtship, Betrothel and Marriage. 

The manner of living of a virtuous woman; behavior during her 
husband’s absence. 

The conduct of the eldest wife towards her husband’s other wives; 
of a wife disliked by her husband; of the women in the Kings 
harem; of a husband who has more than one wife. 

Why women reject men; about men who have success with women; 
women who are easily gained over. 

About the wives of other men. 

Why a courtesan resorts to men. 

Of a courtesan living with a man as his wife. 

The signs of a lover who is beginning to be weary, and how a 
courtesan is to get rid of him. 

A reunion with a former lover. 

On personal adornment, and tonic medicines to attract others. 
The means of exciting desire. 


Ina magnificent new edition. 


Of the many editions of this work, some authentic, some Bowdlerized, some 
improperly expanded or abridged, none is considered by scholars to be more 
reliable than this one. This particular version has been traslated from the 
Sanscrit, originally printed for the devout Hindoo Hama Shastra Society, 
Benares in 1883, when it was marked “for private circulation only." It is a 
complete, unexpurgated edition; design, binding, and typography are faithful 
to the original. 

LOW MEMBERSHIP FEE ENTITLES YOU TO EXCLUSIVE SAVINGS ON THE 
BOOK YOU WANT TO OWN. BUY SIX BOOKS A YEAR—THREE BOOKS—OR 
NO MORE BOOKS AT ALL. THESE ARE ORIGINAL PUBLISHERS’ EDITIONS. 


TO: PENTHOUSE BOOK SOCIETY, Dept. EE, 
1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 


Sirs: Please enroll me as a Charter Member of the Penthouse Book Society. 
| understand that membership entitles me to full savings on all books 
offered by the Society, and that | am not obligated to purchase any 
specific number of books. 


| enclose [] check [1] money order for $5 (membership fee) plus the cost 
of books ordered below. 


(1 | am already a member of the Society; | am enclosing the cost of books 
only (no membership fee). 


Send copies of Kama Sutra photo-illustrated @ $17.50 per copy. 


Name 
Address 


City State: a ZIP ee 
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THE GREAT HIPPY 
ILLUSION 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 26 


their effectiveness. 

To attribute the radical movement to 
the hippies is equally absurd. One of the 
best-publicized traits of the alternate 
culture, and one of the few correctly 
reported, is an overwhelming social and 
political apathy. Just like their middle- 
class parents, the hippies’ main concern 
is “getting It together’, which means 
providing security for only themselves. 
Hippie activists only began to appear 
when they became a minority big 
enough to be worth organizing. In 
stepped longtime organizers Jerry Rubin 
and Abbie Hoffman, who were nothing 
more than political opportunists. The 
Youth International Party (YIP) was a 
shrewd attempt to capitalize on the fact 
that within ten years half the men and 
women of voting age would be under 
30. Meanwhile, Rubin and Hoffman 
reasoned, they could get in on the 
ground floor and grab a power base 
now. But along the way they became a 
trifle violent (on purpose) and gave the 
hippies a bad name to boot. 

The Yippies have failed, just as plans 
for a violent youth revolution have 
failed, and perhaps the reason is that 
none of the sharpies cared to remember 
their history lessons. There has never 
been a revolution started or executed 
by the middle class. The middle class is 
the enemy of revolution, and the 
hippies, emotionally and intellectually, 


“... and sol thought if /‘m going to do the job properly | might as well 
Start at the bottom and work my way up.” 


are hopelessly middle-class. In a revolu- 
tion, the only people with anything to 
gain are the lower classes, who are 
used for manpower by aristocrats and 
intellectuals who start the revolution 
for some ideal or more power. Besides, 
real revolutions are puritanical and 
disciplined in nature. Drugs, wild sex, 
and other sensualist behavior cannot 
be allowed in the rank and file— 
hedonists such as the hippies make 
poor revolutionary soldiers. Eldridge 
Cleaver recognized this and sent a 
message from Algeria ordering all his 
remaining Panthers to stay away from 
drugs because they were the system’s 
way of weakening their will. 

Revolutionary talk among hippies was 
exactly that: talk. And the only reason 
there was any talk in the first place was 
that they themselves were feeling some 
of the sting of inequities that other 
minority groups had been feeling for 
years. Mostly, though, they were tired of 
being busted for pot, so revolutionary 
talk was an outlet for their frustrations. 
Naturally, when the first bit of violence 
occurred, they realized that the other 
side were playing for keeps, so talk 
immediately turned to something called 
a cultural revolution. 

Still, it is no mere mistake that hippies 
are confused with revolutionaries. The 
radicals have found that by growing 
their hair long and affecting hippie 
garb, they can keep their identities 
hidden or disappear into the alternate 
culture when things get too hot. The 
FBI and other investigatory agencies 
have publicly admitted that they are 
having lots of trouble ferreting out the 
hardcore radicals from the hip com- 
munities. This use of the underground 
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by the radicals puts more heat on the 
hippies, perhaps radicalizing a few in 
the process. 

Alternate cultures are not so much a 
reality as an ideal—an ideal that gets 
put aside when faced with the more 
pressing obligations of day-to-day 
living. Working to support a wife and 
kids leaves no time or energy for loose 
living. Also, living an ideal produces a 
life style that fails to provide its 
followers with any sense of security— 
and middle-class upbringing is based on 
security. After several months or years 
braving it, most return to the fold 
gratefully. Generation Gaps, after all, 
are nothing new. This is the third one in 
the 20th century, which has witnessed 
the flappers of the 1920s and the 
beatniks of the ‘50s. Our social institu- 
tions absorbed both these youth 
rebellions with scarcely a flicker. The 
wild kids of the ‘20s are now aging 
pillars of Our communities. 

And where are the beatniks of the 
‘BOs ? | knew and lived with many of 
them. Today they all still smoke pot 
but have reached middle age, have 
two or three kids, and are holding down 
jobs as teachers, therapists, shop- 
keepers, writers, and just about anything 
you can think of. Even the well known 
ones seem to have taken up rather 
mundane existences. When Jack 
Kerouac died he was living with his 
mother in Florida. Then there was 
Ralph Metzner, one of the co-fathers of 
the psychedelic revolution, who got 
kicked out of Harvard along with Leary 
and Alpert. Today he is teaching out on 
the west coast and bucking for a 
deanship. Last time | saw him he 
looked very scholarly in Brooks Brothers 
coat and tie. Similarly, Mario Savio and 
the other radicals of the California Free 
Speech Movement aren’t marching 
anymore. Today Mario is a family man 
who says: “It's not so easy to get 
busted at the drop of a hat when I've 
got two children’. Currently he is 
studying at Berkeley where he hopes to 
win a degree in biology (“| need a way 
to make a living’). 

The hippies are no different. Many of 
the hardcore drop-outs have returned 
to school. The turnover rate in the 
hippie ghettos is phenomenal. They 
come by the thousands, stick it out for 
a year Or more in an apartment paid for 
by their parents. Then they go back to 
work in the family drycleaning business 
or whatever because it’s easier and 
more secure than day-to-day existential 
living. 

Some arrive with a child or two in 
tow and move in with their parents. 
Others cut their hair and dress Ivy 
League in readiness to take over the 
family firm. Recently, | returned to my 
upstate New York hometown. | wasn’t 
too surprised to find that everyone | 
grew up with was back. 


cause 


WME PEOPLE 


Don't take unnecessary chances; 
an unwanted pregnancy can 
change your future. Protect both 
of you with brand-name condoms 
— the SAFE contraceptive. Now 
you can order all brands through 
the privacy of the mail, at discount 
prices. For sample selection of 10 
best known brands, value $10, 
send only $5.50, or write for free 
catalog to: 

FEDERAL PHARMACAL SUPPLY 
Dept. A-124, 6652 N. Western, Chicago, III. 60645 


WHOSE FAULT IS 
PREGNANCY? 


It takes two to tango. Men must share the responsibility for pre- 
venting unwanted pregnancy. After all, it’s your future (and the 
future of someone close to you) that’s at stake. We've made it 
easy for you to do your part. Now you can get condoms—nation- 
ally known and imported European brands—through the privacy 
of the mails, with no questions asked. You can get our illus- 
trated brochure and price list absolutely free—and at no obliga- 
tion. Better yet, send us $5 and we'll ship you, postpaid, a 
deluxe sampler package including the brochure, price list, and 
3 each of six different condom brands. And we'll cheerfully 
refund your money if you're not absolutely satisfied. Why wait? 
write: POPULATION PLANNING, ASSOC. 

Box 2556-J, Chapel Hill, N. C, 27514 


SUBSCRIPTION SERVICE 


QUESTION ABOUT YOUR SUBSCRIPTION? 
Please include a Penthouse label to ensure 
prompt service when you write us. 


Mail to: Penthouse Subscription Dept., Box 
410, Maspeth, N.Y. 11378. 
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How to meet girls like these! 


Contained in this book are actual inter- 
views with 25 beautiful girls. They tell 
you—in their very own words—exactly 
what it takes to pick them up. 

It’s easy to handle girls once you've been 
introduced to them. But what if there’s 
no one around to introduce you? If the 
girl of your dreams is a gorgeous stranger 
you see walking down the street? 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has all the 
answers. Here are just a few of the sure- 
fire techniques you can learn and master: 


How to make shyness work for you 
How to be sexy 

Best places to meet girls 

50 great opening lines 

World’s greatest pickup technique 
Why women are dying to meet you 
How to get women to approach you 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS is not avail- 
able in bookstores. Send for your copy 
right away. Within days, you can actu- 
ally be picking up beautiful girls. 

The Northern Valley Co. 

Dept. P,PO Box 5237 

Grand Central Station 

New York, NY 10017 


Enclosed is $7.95. Rush me my copy of 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS right away. 


. = iews Name 
Featuring interview? | 
with 25 beautiful girls! AGaress 
City. State Zip 


91 


Many 
New York 
Night-Owls 
getall 
their exercise 
circling 

our 


Cibi 
Ronda. 


a 35-foot circle of 
terribly tempting antipasti, 
pasta, sweets and gelati, 
of course. 


Have you seen it? 

There’s nothing else like it 

in Manhattan. And once 

the plays and movies 

are out, our swinging door 

never stops. In they come. 

Alone. Couples. Gangs. Talking. 
Laughing. Ready to eat and drink. 
They order their wine, 

then move to Cibi Ronda, 

a 35-foot circle of terribly tempting 
appetizers and pasta and desserts. 
They pick and choose, go back, 
take another, share with each other, 
and try something different. 

Cibi Ronda is the most interesting 
food presentation you ever 
over-indulged at. And of course, 
everything tastes better 

in our glittering restaurant. 

But don’t overlook 

our fantastic menu, either. 
Trattoria is not like any other 
Italian restaurant. 

Daytime it sparkles, 

at nighttime it glows. 


“\Wwalloria 


On East 45th Street, Pan Am Building. Phone: MO 1-3090 


Another Restaurant Associates Great Place 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 75 


me that while the Pill is making women 
more sexually oriented, the difference 
in sexual appetites is ruining many 
boy-girl relationships. The so-called 
old wives’ tales about sex and food are 
now being explored more carefully, 
and more credence is given to the 


| dependence of male virility on sufficient 
| amounts of vitamins A; E and B. 


| knew an actress who believed in 
“strengthening foods’ and claimed she 
got her inspiration from reading The 
Perfumed Garden. This is a manual on 
coital techniques and means of in- 
creasing virility. In Chapter XX, Sheikh 
Nefzaoui (it was his garden) goes into 
some detail : 
“He who makes it a practice to eat 


| every day fasting the yolks of eggs, 


without the white part, will find in this 
aliment an energetic stimulant for the 
coitus. The same is the case with the 
man who, during three days, eats of the 
same mixed with onions.” ° 

“Camels’ milk mixed with honey and 
taken regularly develops a vigor for 
copulation . . . and causes the member 
to be on the alert night and day.” 

We feasted on onions and garlic for one 
solid week, not to mention magnums of 
Charles Heidseck champagne. | cannot 
attest to the value of the onions or the 
garlic, but have always had a _ pre- 
dilection for the natural wine of the 
grape, taken well cooled in tall glasses 
with tall women. Champagne for me 
does more to rejuvenate the internal 
body systems and_ revitalize the 
personality. If you don’t agree, then | 
offer you this “‘tired man’ cocktail. 

1 cup tomato juice 

1 tsp. brewer's yeast 

1 tbsp. soyabean powder 

1 tsp. wheat germ oil 

Dash salt and pepper 

3 tsp. powdered seaweed (kelp). 

Blend all ingredients and drink. You 
may become as energetic as a friend of 
mine, who claims his supercharged 
system had made him younger in more 
ways than one! I'll still vie for 
champagne. 


Note: See the Penthouse /nterview 
with J. |. Rodale, pollution prophet, on 


page 38. Ot—g 
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Larry Ellman Presents with Pride 
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THE ADULT WESTERN RESTAURANTS 


5 EAST 45 ST. 212-MO 1-1200 


154 WEST 51 ST - 212-265-1737 
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BRIEF STROLL TO ALL SHOWPLACES 


& - WONDROUS STEAKS - 


Grand Dining Hall » Beaded Curtains! ¢ Gaslights! 
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SUMPTUOUS ROOMS 
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Longchamps. .. 


There is absolutely nothing like the Autopub. Anywhere. 
It's great fun. It swings. It’s the restaurant designed for 
couples. 

e THE PIT STOP. Indy racers hang from the ceiling. 
Bucket seats, rumble seats and classic cars are yours 
for intimate cocktailing. 

e DRIVE-IN MOVIE. Movies and food. You'll love our 
hamburgers and steaks while watching award winning 
films in your own rumble seat. 

e LOVER’S LANE. No distractions or flashlights. Your 
two-seater is parked on a deserted back road. 

e THE ELDORADO GRILL. Lunch or dinner in classic 
limousine-like luxury. Tufted leather ceilings and en- 
folding doors insure privacy. 

e THE AUTOPUB LUNCH. A martini, your choice of 
sliced beefsteak or Our Hamburger with french fries 
and coffee.... only $3.95 complete. 

e THE AUTOPUB DINNER. With every Autopub din- 
ner entree you get great salad, baked potato topped 
with sour cream and chives. A loaf of bread and 
coffee. Dinner entrees start at $4.75 

e SUPPER SPECIALTIES. Served from 10:00 P.M. 


e SUNDAY BRUNCH. From $2.25 Served from 12.00 P.M. 


WHAT DO YOU WEAR? ANYTHING! 


General Motors Building. Fifth Avenue at 59th Street. 832-3232 


A Growing World of Mood, Food and Excitement. Larry Ellman, President; Alan Lewis, Executive Vice-President 
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Safe drivers are alerted far in ad- 
vance of radar zones thru new long- 
range antenna design—transistorized 
—no wires—comes complete —clip 
on visor and use. Send check, or 
charge to Diners Club, American 
Express or C.O.D. 


10 Day Money Back Guarantee [1 Sapphire 
RADATRON, INC. Blue 
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SUIT in all stretch knit 
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Colorful and 
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swim suit in 
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fast drying. 
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not seem too promising an opportunity. 
But that’s where a skilled mind has it 
over the simple troublemaker. Lawrence 
Treat, refining his premise, goes on to 
reason that since the Veep spends so 
much time outside his Washington 
habitats, while travelling to and from the 
various platforms where he delivers his 
goodwill addresses, there must be 
plenty more places where he goes to the 
john. What happens, for example, when 


the Vice-President’s schedule calls for a 
long-distance automobile journey? 
Sooner or later, clearly, he will have to 
stop off at one of the thruway rest- 
areas, which is of course a public place, 
despite the private nature of its function. 

It would, admittedly, be difficult to 
forecast at precisely which rest-area the 
potential victim might feel the urge. But 
the resourceful conspirator would nar- 
row the choice with the aid of a diuretic. 
A diuretic is of course any substance 
that provokes the body to pass water, 
and somehow the Vice-President would 
be required to consume it. But this might 
not be as hard as it looks. Why, after all, 
does a top politician like the Veep find 
himself travelling down the thruway ? 
Almost certainly because he is com- 
muting between one official reception 
and another. And what is he going to be 
doing at those receptions if not downing 
a glass or two of champagne to make the 
time pass faster, and signing his auto- 
graph for any pretty girl who smiles up at 
him for it? As he can’t be holding his 
glass and signing his name at the same 
time, it requires little imagination to see 
how easily an innocent-looking girl 
accomplice could slip the diuretic into 
his drink. 

Once the quarry is lured to the urinal, 
the problem resolves into arranging a 
simple distraction for his escorts, pos- 
sibly with the help of accomplices 
hiding in the toilet cubicles. The get- 
away car would be positioned nearby in 
the parking lot, where it would attract no 
attention, and with the advantage of 
surprise the kidnappers could have their 
man in the car and away while he was 
still trying to zip his fly. 


Plan 2: The Tender Trap 
by Dorothy Salisbury Davis 

The premise of this scheme, not un- 
expected from a woman writer, is that a 
group of determined women can get 
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away with things no man would think of 
trying. The point of vulnerability is 
identified as the male predilection for 
treating a woman like a woman rather 
than like a felon. This weakness can be 
exploited to disarm not only the 
potential victim but his protectors too. If 
Women’s Lib are dreaming of what they 
might achieve with the Vice President 
in their court, so to speak, this one’s for 
them. 


The scheme assumes—and it’s not 
such a big assumption—that somewhere 
someday the Vice-President is dropping 
in on a small-town convention, perhaps 
on a fund-raising tour. The lady con- 
spirators reconnoitre the likely route to 
be followed by the distinguished visitor 
inside the hotel. They take up their 
stations shortly before the expected 
arrival, several of the women hiding in- 
side the designated suite. A lookout at 
ground level signals the visitor's ap- 
proach, and the command to go into 
action is relayed to the waiting ladies by 
a simple code of sneezes. 


As the Vice President emerges with 
his bodyguard from the elevator, one 
lady steps forward to greet him and help 
him off with his coat and, while another 
lady is doing the same for the bodyguard 
the Veep is handed on to a reception 
line of more ladies, now out of hiding. By 
the time the Veep has reached the last in 
the line he is already inside his room. 
Now for the serious action. The leader of 
the kidnapping ladies runs into the room 
and swoons at the bodyguard’s feet. 
Naturally the man chivalrously stoops 
and picks her up, during which time two 
ladies enter and shut the door. In a further 
swift distracting move, the lady in the 
bodyguard’s arms struggles, grabs his 
nearest hand and claps it over her 
breast—a perfect C cup—while groping 
inside his jacket with her other hand. By 
the time he is wise to her wiles and 
drops her, she already has hold of his 
holstered revolver. Amid the rehearsed 
shrieks of her colleagues she points the 
muzzle to her own forehead. 


What can a politician do—stand by 
while a perhaps demented woman com- 
mits suicide in his own room? Un- 
thinkable. He resorts to words, the 
politician’s stock-in-trade, and makes an 
appeal. What does she want, what can 
he do for her? She tells him it's a 
kidnapping, emphasizing her earnest- 
ness by unclicking the safety catch on 
the pistol, which still points to her head. 
Under threat of a dead woman on their 
consciences, the Veep and his body- 
guard submit to a quick-change job, and 
are refitted with skirts, fur coats, and 
wigs produced from suitcases previously 
planted there. They are conducted out, 
looking like Tiny Tim, their progress 
aided by a waiting elevator, and stroll 
obediently through the lobby arm-in-arm 
with their captors. 


Plan 3: The Ambulance Switch 
by Harold Q. Masur 


This stratagem hinges on sudden unex- 
pected sickness, always a moment of 
vulnerability, but especially when the 
sickness is not unexpected by those 
who hope to profit from it. The Vice- 
President has just risen to deliver a few 
powerful reflections to a loaded table of 
loaded businessmen, when he falters in 
mid-sentence, clutches a chairback for 
support, and pitches across the table, 
knocking his snifter glass to the floor. 

As the Veep’s bodyguard rushes to his 
aid, the evening’s toastmaster, who 
happens to be a leader of the conspiracy, 
thoughtfully crushes the dropped glass 
underfoot, then announces that he'll 
call for an ambulance. The ambulance 
he calls is not, however, from the 
hospital—at least, not the first. For the 
toastmaster counts two minutes on his 
watch and then makes another call, 
this time a regular emergency via the 
operator. But the delay has been enough 
to make sure that no ambulance can get 
there ahead of the conspirators’ own. 
On the way back to the banqueting 
room the toastmaster flushes away the 
remains of a vial in the men’s room, and 
grinds the glass to fragments under his 
heel, scooping them up and flushing 
them away too with the aid of a calling 
card. 

An ambulance arrives, complete with 
“doctor”, whose appearance accom- 
panied by a stretcher causes general 
relief, not least on the part of the anxious 
bodyguard. The doctor examines the 
patient, gives an immediate hypo- 
dermic, and pronounces: “Coronary 
occlusion’. At the ambulance he places 
a restraining hand on, the bodyguard, 
tells him the Veep needs oxygen and 
that an extra passenger would be in the 
way, and directs him to follow by car. 
Approaching the first suitable inter- 
section he switches on the siren to alert 
a waiting conspirator, who accelerates 
across just as the ambulance flashes 
past, deliberately stalling in the path of 
the following car. Frantic pumping 
quickly floods the engine and makes 
sure that the vehicle can't be restarted. 
By the time the car has been pushed out 
of the way the ambulance is beyond. 
catching, and of course it never arrives 
at the hospital. 

Watch it, Spiro, next time you're the 
guest of honor at a businessmen’s 


banquet. Ot—g 


Experience 


Satin Sheets. 


Once your grateful body 
touches satin, you'll know 
who the Beautiful People 
are. Exquisite, washable 
acetate satin in all your col- 
ors: Gold, Black, Pink, Red, 
White, Orchid, Blue, Olive, 
Orange, Mint or Bronze. 


SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 

Double Set $17.50 Queen Set $20.49 

Twin Set 17.25 King Set 23.99 
3 letter monogram on cases—$1.50 


"For fitted bottom sheet, add 

$2.00 to double or twin 

= price; $2.50 to queen price, 

== $3.00 to king price. Send 

“) check or money order. 50% 
= deposit on C.O.D.’s. 


SCINTILLA,® INC. 


4802 N. Broadway N-5 
Chicago, Illinois 60640 


“All Things Exotic in Satin” 


If you missed any of our earlier issues and wish 
to bring your Penthouse collection up to date, 
you can order the magazines you need while the 
supply lasts. 


Simply use this coupon to indicate the specific 


issues you want, and enclose $1.00 per copy in 
check or money order, to cover the cost of mag- 
azines, handling and postage. 

NOTE: ALL ISSUES ARE AVAILABLE 
FROM NOVEMBER 1969 ON, EXCEPT 
FOR APRIL AND MAY 1970. $1 each* 

“(December 1970, with calendar, is $1.50) 
Send this coupon to: Dept. MAA, Penthouse 
Magazine, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10036 

No. of Month Year 
Copies of Issue 
Name 
Address 
City 
State Zip Code 

‘1 miss the old days when we weren't just a tourist attraction.” 
Enclosed is 0 check O money order 


in the amount of $ 


95 


PENTHOUSE FORUM 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 12 


a mean diameter of 3.2 inches when | am alone; 
it varies from 4.0 by 3.3 to 10.5 by 3.9 when 
I'm in the shower (depending on what I’m 
doing in there) ; when |’min a crowd it measures 
3.8 by 3.3 and when on a date 3.9 by 3.3, and 
upon climax its values are 11.2+.2 by 4.0+.1 
(you can understand the difficulty of exact 
measurement in such circumstances). You've 
likely guessed my problem already. Although 
lengthwise | have a good deal to be proud of, 
widthwise | am something of a freak, consider- 
ing the difference between my dormant width 
and my fully extended one. In fact, one girl | 
went with used to call me ‘Pencil’ much to my 
chagrin. 

As this problem has a devastating effect on 
my self-respect, | am interested in knowing if 
any of your readers suffer from the same 
problem and if there is anything | could do 
about it—A.A.K. (name withheld), Highland 
Ave., Somerville, Mass. 02743. 


Special preference 

| am a nurse employed in a city hospital. | have 
been following your Forum and in particular the 
letters on ‘Special Preference” for some time. | 
would like to contribute the following infor- 
mation. Enemas should consist of approximately 
1-2 quarts of warm water, and baking soda or 
soap may be added. The person should lie on his 
left side with knees drawn to the chest. The bag 
should be suspended two feet above the body. 
They may also be given in a sitting position on 
the toilet. 

After years of work in hospital | must agree 
that enemas can give great sexual excitement 
and/or satisfaction to the patient or administra- 
tor. For those of your readers interested in using 
enemas as sexual stimulants, may | suggest the 
premeasured Fleet enemas available in drug 
stores. These are less uncomfortable and easier 
to administer. Research on this subject, through 


various manuals, suggests that enemas are used 
by lesbians to give anal gratification.—S. Kauf- 
man (address withheld), Wash. D.C. 20007. 


Bus tripping 

In the past year several of my boyfriends have 
had your magazine in their apartments and | 
have enjoyed reading it, especially the letters 
about the more exotic forms of sex. | consider 
myself open and modern and have enjoyed 
sex in a number of ways since | was 14 years 
old (1 am now 25), including oral sex. 

Recently | had a completely new experience 
while on an overnight bus ride. | was sitting 
by a rather attractive man of about 30 and our 
conversation gradually turned to sex and the 
various techniques involved. Our talk was in 
the more ordinary four letter words and | could 
tell this man was becoming aroused by our 
subject and, quite frankly, so was |. We 
gradually began to kiss and pet and were 
becoming very hot. My period was not quite 
over and | told him we could not have inter- 
course because it would be too messy, but 
that | would satisfy him orally. To my surprise 
he suggested a much better solution—anal 
intercourse. | was a little apprehensive at first 
because of the size of his penis, but | wanted 
relief and so agreed. He had me curl up in the 
seat facing the window and pulled his coat 
over us. As he pressed into me | thought | 
would have to stop him because of the initial 
pain, but he continued and soon the pain 
stopped. As he moved in and out of me | 
began to have the same sensations that come 
with regular intercourse and after about two 
or three minutes | had come. He continued to 
thrust away and by the time he reached his 
orgasm | had another. 

Since that occasion | have had anal inter- 
course a number of times and have thoroughly 
enjoyed it. | have found that my anus has 
many sexual nerves, just as my vagina does. 
Also | have found two new advantages to 
this method: when the man ejaculates | can 
fee] his semen shoot into me much better, 
and | can enjoy sex any time, even during my 
period. Anal intercourse may not appeal to 
everyone but, if it does, it surely adds a new 
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dimension to the sex life. | am looking forward 
now to trying anal intercourse and regular 
intercourse at the same time.—Joanne S. (name 
and address withheld), Baltimore, Maryland. 


Island in the sun 

It was my great fortune, a couple of years ago 
on vacation on the French Riviera, to stumble 
upon a great island. | was on the Cote D'Azur 
motoring eastward with a young Norwegian 
lady who needed a ride to get to Monaco. As 
we approached the Iles d’Hyeres area, her mood 
changed entirely and she suggested we take 
a ferry from Le Lavandou to the Ile du Levant— 
just for a pleasant afternoon of swimming and 
“real’’ sun bathing. As we approached the pier 
at Heliopolis, | noticed a tension especially 
among the middle-aged passengers on the boat 
and a fumbling for field-glasses. The reason 
became obvious upon landing and upon the 
general mirth displayed by my girl. There was a 
welcoming party receiving guests, some with 
flowers, and they were all in the nude. 

The island (or part of it) is an open society of 
people who venerate the sun, the air and the 
delightful water naked. Unnecessary to tell you 
that we were no longer in a hurry to get to 
Monaco. We stayed a few days among the 
friendly natives, who came from all over Europe. 
With our combined language facilities we went 
to parties of Scandinavians, French, Germans, 
who all behaved as if this colony belonged to 
nature first and everyone could wallow in it. | 
never knew how glorious it is to be so friendly 
in the buff—James S. (name and address 
withheld). 


Plea for beefcake 

Ever since your magazine came to Puerto 
Rico my boyfriend has kept buying it every 
month. Of course | read it and | must con- 
gratulate you on your fine articles and photo- 
graphs. Yet | must say that your magazine has 
failed to give women an opportunity to enjoy 
it as men do. That's why | support A.R.’s letter 
(February) and Mary Z’s in the November 
Forum. It’s quite embarrassing for women like 
me, going to the corner bookstore and searching 
for nude men. Your magazine could help us 
to keep those embarrassing moments from 
occurring.—Wanda Scott, Garden Hills, 
Guavnabo. P.R. 


Pet props 

Being an avid reader of Penthouse, | am writing 
this letter in hopes of getting an answer to a 
question that has been discussed with my 
friends in the past and has come up again 
recently. Regarding the Pet of the Month (who 
| must say is beautiful in every way) why does 
she not wear any jewelry, a necklace, bracelet, 
or even ankle bracelet in the photographs? | 
would have thought this added to the splendor 
of the girl—7. P. Chabok, U.S.S. Saratoga 
CVA 60, F.P.O. New York, N.Y. 09507. 


Paint the lily ,—Ed. 


Getting a man down 
| read your magazine every month and applaud 
its campaign for sexual freedom. Sex should 
be enjoyed other than in a dark room under the 
covers, at 11:00 p.m. with the door locked. 
But unfortunately, for most of my married life, 
sex has been like this. \’m writing to explain 
a sexual need that started about 17 years ago 
(I’m in my mid-30s) but has not been satisfied 
by my wife. As sexual needs are more openly 
talked about, my plight will be understood by 
more people, and | hope accepted. 
I'm the 6’1”, 190 Ib., tall, dark, and handsome 
athletic type that most women imagine is the 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 98 
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available on subscription only! 


very time you pick up a book on love 
or sex—however permissive or detailed 
or earthy it may be—you're being 
cheated! You're being robbed of 
information—the kind of vital, gutsy, 
no-holds-barred information that comes only 
with personal experience. The human sexual 
condition is not merely a social, medical or 
psychological phenomenon, but an_ intimate 
life-style activity involving intellectual and 
spiritual and racial and environmental values 
as well. Sex is a way of life and a quality of 
living, and these are the very elements that 
make Forum unique—that set it uncompro- 
misingly apart from anything you've ever read. 

Michael De-La-Noy, former press secretary 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury (the Anglican 
equivalent to the Roman Catholic Pope), was 
fired by the Church of England for contributing 
an article to Forum. The ensuing controversy 
between the religious establishment and the 
free-wheeling permissiveness of Forum and 
the intellectual establishment that supports it, 
made the front page of every newspaper in 
Britain, De-La-Noy, like scores of other 
leading intellectuals who regularly contribute 
to Forum, found in its pages “a fundamentally 
new concept of freedom that dwarfs every 
effort at candor, truth and meaningful infor- 
mation that has gone before." 

Forum, unlike so many other books and 
periodicals, is not a medically orientated, pre- 
digested manual of sexual conduct and 
technology, nor is it a simple, sociological 
study of life in our time. Forum /s life—a living 
pulsating amalgam of the lives of thousands 
of men and women who recount through the 
most uninhibited letters columns ever published 
their private activities and relationships, their 
innermost thoughts and fantasies on every 
conceivable level of psycho-sexual behavior. 
Forum, as its name implies, has all of the 
sparkle and spontaneity of an open dialogue 
between the sexually aware. It also contains 
the most comprehensive and_ far-reaching 
personal advisory service to be found anywhere 
in print. A panel of noted authorities ranging 


from legal to theological, medical to philo- 
sophical—each a specialist in his own field— 
answers questions on every possible subject in 
the human sexual spectrum. There are articles 
by world-famous authors on love, sex and 
marriage, interviews with priests, prophets and 
prostitutes, social surveys on male, female and 


group sexuality, 
Apart from the many, many pages of 
personal letters, advisory columns, candid 


interviews and case histories, here is a brief 
sampling of the type and variety of article 
Forum publishes : 

IS PENIS ENLARGEMENT POSSIBLE—the 
answer: an unqualified yes ! 

INCREASING SEXUAL PLEASURE—a con- 
tinuous series, e.g. How to learn the feminine 
art of vaginal muscle control, How to increase 
erectile potency and frequency in the male. 

DO-IT-YOURSELF APHRODISIACS—the 
rea/ truth. 

SEXUAL AIDS—a comprehensive, illustrated, 
and availability survey. 

MALE REJUVENATION—an incredible new 
technique! 

BREAST DEVELOPMENT THROUGH 
HYPNOTIC SUGGESTION. 

IMPOTENCE AND PREMATURE EJACU- 
LATION—causes, symptoms and effective 
treatment. 

PENILE STUDY—the famous Forum survey; 
compulsive reading including medical data and 
contemporary comparison charts for men and 
women! 

MYSTERIES OF THE FEMALE ORGASM. 

ADULTERY—a new aid to marital well- 
being ! 

ORAL LOVEMAKING—variations and tech- 
niques from culture to culture. 

SEX AND THE LAW—chaos in the courts. 

INCEST—contemporary case histories. 

MASTURBATION. 

TROILISM—variations in marriage. 

BISEXUALITY—personally-narrated case 
histories. 

SEX AFTER FIFTY—essential advice for the 
middle-aged man and woman. 


SMOKING AND HOW IT AFFECTS YOUR 
SEX LIFE. 

GROUP SEX—a report on the American 
swinger; his manners, methods and areas of 


operation. 
In short, Forum tells it like it is. For the first 


time in publishing history, an absolutely 
fearless magazine cuts through the fluff and 
flab of text-book sex. 

Stylistically, Forum is a lushly-produced 
monthly magazine bound in 100-pound art 
board and printed by the most expensive of all 
photo-lithographic processes on the finest 
60-pound silk-coated stock. 

Historically, Forum was created by Penthouse 
Publications Ltd. and first published over three 
years ago in Great Britain. It was an instant 
success, and today—on the eve of its intro- 
duction to North America—remains the most 
distinguished and widely sold journal of its 
type in the world! 

Forum cannot be bought at the newstands in 
the U.S.; it is available only by subscription at 
the rate of $12.00 per year (postage and 
packaging free) for 12 issues. 


Please enter me as a subscriber to Forum 
Magazine for one year and send me 12 
issues. | enclose cheque/money order for 
$12 (postage included). Cheques payable 
to Forum International. | 
PLEASE PRINT NAME & ADDRESS 


NAME 


ADDRESS... 


Send coupon with remittance to: FORUM 
INTERNATIONAL, Subscription Depart- 
ment, 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 
' 10036. (Copies will be posted from U.K. ' 
surface mail, in strongly sealed envelope.) 


ideal husband. The story started in the mid- 
1950s when | signed up for a Judo course at 
a private club. | was surprised when a couple 
of 130 Ib. women began to throw me around 
with ease. At first, my ego was bruised, but | 
marvelled at the strength and _ skill women 
have when they want to use it. Later, in 
college, | began to teach self-defense to girls 
as a (pleasant) way of earning money to pay 
my way. | noted a need in many women to 
physically dominate men. My method of 
teaching allowed the girls to use me for their 
throws, flips, etc., and they were soon better 
skilled than me. 

In private lessons with one or two girls, they 
would sometimes tease me with sexy actions 
and tell me to come and kiss them. You've 
probably guessed that they completely con- 
trolled me, for by now | was enjoying female 
dominance when combined with a confident, 
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self-assured, sexy woman. They, of course, led 
me into kissing, petting, etc., but with me 
struggling all the time. After one of these 
sessions, | felt relaxed and ready to take on the 
pressures of life with new vigor. I’m sure the 
girls thrived on it too. 

My biggest thrill happened one weekend, 
home from college, when | called an old girl- 
friend. She was away, but her little sister, now 
18, asked me to come over and teach her self- 
defense as | had her sister. When | got there, | 
found little sister was a very beautiful and 
well-stacked 6’ tall, 180 Ib. real woman. Wow ! 
did she learn self-defense! She was so big 
and strong that she easily flipped me all 
around the house. About three sessions later, | 
told her | would try to kiss her and for her to 
stop me with her newly-learnt skill. She had on 
high heels—making her 6’ 4” tall, and dressed 
to entice me sexually. | tried for 15 to 20 
minutes to kiss her, in which time she was 
using hip throws, trips, head locks, and finally a 
leg scissors to control me while she smoked a 
cigarette. 

When | was half exhausted she stood very 
tall in front of me with a mocking smile on her 
sexy face, then suddenly reached between my 
legs and picked me up off the floor and kissed 
me with great passion. This excited me so much 
that | ejaculated and continued to squirm 
helplessly while she laughed and said, “You 
want down, little man.’’ (Remember I’m 6’ 1”, 
190 Ibs.) She then carried me across the room 
and hooked my belt to a hook on the wall. | 
tried to get unhooked, but it was just high 
enough to allow me to stand on my toes and 
she wouldn't let me unbuckle my belt. She 
laughed and said, ‘Am | enough woman for you, 
you big strong he-man ?” 

We had many more sessions and | was 
completely in love with this big, strong, sexy, 
confident woman, but social pressures frown 
on a “he-man” type being dominated by a 
6’ 4” woman. | tried to beat the stigma of this 
type of relationship, but | wanted other things 
in life then. How would a big corporation look 
at one of their up-and-coming executives 
married to a big dominant woman? So | 
reluctantly said goodbye to her and eventually 
married a 5’ 6” beautiful, socially acceptable 
woman. 

| love my present wife very much, but for the 
past 11 years of marriage | have not been able 
to forget the thrill of a sexually dominant 
woman. The accepted releases from the 
pressures of life do not work for me. | can never 
completely relax any more as | used to after 
being dominated by a sexy woman.—Gene 
R. (name and address withheld), Ypsilanti, 
Michigan. 


Pain and pleasure 

| very much admire your magazine, especially 
its philosophy towards love and life, and of 
course its beautiful girls. Cassandra Harrington 
(February) is my favorite so far, and | agree 
wholeheartedly with Miss Harrington's social 
philosophy, that of peaceful and moderate 
revolution to effect positive changes in 
society. | read every letter in your Penthouse 
Forum, but until recently | didn’t think much of 
the letters you printed extolling corporal 
punishment. 

However, about a week ago | was visiting 
my 20-year-old girlfriend, a college sophomore, 
at her campus dormitory. It was her birthday, 
and she dared me to give her a birthday 
spanking. We had her room to ourselves, so | 
pulled her across my knees and gave her a few 
halfhearted slaps on the seat of her pants. 


After about the third slap, she jumped to her 
feet and asked me if that was the best | could 
do, and told me to let her feel it, and spank her 
“like a man”. Taking my cue, | played up to her 
father-image and ordered her to bring me her 
hairbrush and then to take down her pants. 
She quickly did so, then meekly laid herself 
across my knees with her bare bottom at an 
extremely inviting angle. | became caught up 
in the spirit of the spanking and gave her 20 
good hard whacks across her behind. Her hair- 
brush was wide and flat, and admirably suited 
to the job. After the spanking, she was very 
aroused, and so was |, and we enjoyed inter- 
course as we never had before. 

That episode impressed me with the value of 
a little pain where lovemaking is concerned, 
and | wanted to share it with your other readers. 
| have just one problem, in that my birthday is 
next month, and my girlfriend claims the right 
to give me what | gave her. | just hope that | 
enjoy a bare-ass spanking as much when I'm 
on the receiving end !—Victor de Lyle, (address 
withheld), Potsdam. New York 13676. 


Recently | read in your Forum about ‘‘Pain and 
Pleasure’ and | want to relate my first encounter 
with this. About four months ago, my girl 
invited me to her house; all she said was that it 
would be amusing. After | arrived, | listened to 
her ‘six step procedure’, and | was astonished 
that she would be so serious about it. But after 
15 minutes she convinced me to play along. The 
six steps were: 1. She would wear a “garment” 
constructed of only toilet paper and paper 
towels held by tape; 2. | would soak her with 
two glasses each of water, tonic and juice as 
well as two eggs; 3. She would be forced to 
crawl through a linoleum tube which had sharp 
maptacks protruding on the inside; 4. She would 
run around inside the house for four minutes; 
5. Anytime during 3 & 4, ! could hit her with a 
belt, if she wasn't moving fast enough; 6. Sixty 
belts on her rear with a steel hairbrush. She then 
left for her room. 

| felt really confused about the whole thing, 
but figured “if she wants it | will give it to her’. 
She came out and | promptly drenched her. She 
looked displeased as the ‘‘garment’’ began to fall 
apart. | hit her with the belt and she quickly 
scampered into the tube. As she emerged, the 
towels were in shreds, there were scratches all 
over her body, and the ‘‘garment’’ was crumbl- 
ing. She then got it in the legs. She started 
running, shuffling so as to keep it around her 
waist. | hit her in the arm, and the top garment 
fell off. After another minute | hit her in the legs, 
and the towels fell. Throughout the procedure 
she was speechless. Then 60 raps, and they 
hurt. 

She then said “It's your turn now!” | was 
shocked, but reluctantly headed for the room 
with my necessities. | came out with my 
badly-made garment on. Instantly | was soaked, 
and she was belting me in my rear. The egg 
dripped down my leg as | crawled for the tube. | 
went through fast, but the spikes pricked my 
skin and grabbed the towels. The wet garment 
was falling apart, as | came out and got hit in 
the groin. As | ran, the garment collapsed. She 
got the hairbrush and hit hard. It hurt, and | 
squirmed. She said if | continued, | would “get 
it in the balls’. | stopped squirming, and she 
finished her hitting. 

After, we relaxed and spent a more peaceful 
night. Since this, we have done many other 
amusing things. We both enjoy it as well as we 
enjoy each other. Through these experiences, | 
have gotten much closer to the girl | love.—A.S. 
(name and address withheld), Boston, Mass 
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